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Do the Gouzenkos regret their de 
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oes she...or doesnt she’? 





Hair color so natural only her hairdresser knows for sure! m © « » 0 


She has style—a kind of casual elegance that’s a delight Hairdressers all over the world recommend and always “miss° 0 
to all who know her. Yet much of her fresh good looks is in use Miss Clairol. Its automatic color timing is most depend- 


the sparkling tone of her hair, its shining quality and soft, able. And Miss Clairol really covers gray. But best of all CLAIROL a, 


silky touch. For this she relies on Miss Clairol Hair Color they like the soft, ladylike tone of it, the way it silkens the ae ay 

: M4 : . ry . 6 HAIR COLOR a 3 
Bath— but always! It’s so quick and easy, why should she, __ hair, keeps it looking so natural. Why not try Miss Clairol wig of 
or any woman, ever let graying strands or fading hair age yourself. Today. Takes only minutes. In Creme VOTERS 45 17 COxpas 


NATURAL-LOOKING COLOR 
COVERS 5 







her looks or dim her out)ook! Formula or Regular. 


miss CLAIROL HAIR COLOR BATH MORE WOMEN USE MISS CLAIROL THAN 
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Let’s have no child marriages here 


DORIS McCUBBIN ANDERSON, Editor 


LAST SPRING the United Nations Commission on the Status of KEITH KNOWLTON, Managing Editor 
Women met in Buenos Aires. The item on the agenda which JOAN CHALMERS, Art Director, KENNETH JOBE, Assistant Art Director 
prompted the most interest was the discussion of world-wide DOROTHY DEW, JEAN YACK, Associate Editors 
marriage laws. Canadians probably read about the proceedings ELAINE COLLETT, Director Chatelaine Institute 
in the newspaper with mild interest and complacently thought, VIVIAN WILCOX, Fashion Editor, EVELEEN DOLLERY, Beauty Editor 
“Well, of course there should be international laws to tidy up BARBARA REYNOLDS, Home Planning Editor 

some of those marriage customs in Eastern countries. It’s time JESSIE LONDON, CHRISTINA McCALL NEWMAN, Assistant Editors 
parents of girls were prevented from marrying off children of JOAN JACKSON, Chatelaine Institute, JEAN BYERS, Seal of Approval 
twelve and thirteen!” Although no conclusive recommendations WANDA NELLES, Crafts Editor 
were adopted, the largest number of delegates at Buenos Aires JOAN BATES, JEAN MacCUNN DITTMAR, EVE EISENBRAUN, 
voted that fifteen was a minimum age at which a girl should be HELEN FAIRBAIRN, OLGA ANN FERDA, VERA JORY, 
allowed to marry. DONNA LU WIGMORE, Editorial Assistants 

Most Canadian women would agree with this point of view ELIZABETH CHANT ROBERTSON, MD, Child Health 


— or perhaps they might even think a higher age limit should be 
set. But what most Canadian women probably do not realize is that 
in five out of Canada’s ten provinces, girls can legally marry at the 
age of twelve. In the provinces of Newfoundland, Prince Edward 
Island, New Brunswick and Nova Scotia, there is no minimum 


LLOYD M. HODGKINSON, Publisher 
A. B. GARDNER, Advertising Sales Manager 
GORDON RUMGAY, Circulation Manager 


. . aa ROY F. MacKENZIE, Advertising Production Manager 
age at which a girl can be married and officials resort to common 


law which allows a girl to marry at twelve with both parents’ con- 
sent. In Quebec there is a law which sets the age limit for marriage 
at twelve for girls and fourteen for boys, with parents’ consent. 


Cc. J. LAURIN, Director, Maclean-Hunter Magazine Division 


In Ontario fourteen is the legal age at which a girl may marry 





; with her father’s consent. In all other provinces the legal age at News / Views 

e which a girl can marry is fifteen or sixteen — provided she has EDITORIAL ...«. Sa 1 

; her parents’ consent. WHAT'S NEW .......... Sais Sci secant eh aad Jet cee 
HERE’S HEALTH Lawrence Galton .............. x ae! ates ee 

f IT’S YOL IR WORI D Donald R Gordon ws ‘ er 14 
FEEN FEMPO Siset COODEr . oc cine cccccccccccscs aff ae 
FHE LAST WORD IS YOURS. <.cscscesese eeu wadsusaweueles .. 84 


“But surely few of these early marriages actually take place,” 
the reader will protest. But in 1958 in Canada the number of Features 


girls marrying under the age of sixteen was nine hundred and DO THE GOUZENKOS EVER REGRET THEIR DECISION? 


seventy-two. This represents a small proportion of the marrying Christina McCall Néwittan ...<. so «cvcsces« ae Ree 19 
population — a little over seven marriages per thousand. But the CHATELAINE CALLS ON THE WINDSORS  Roloff Ben) 20 
tendency to marry younger is increasing. In 1931 there were only HOW TO MEET THE CHALLENGE OF OLD AGE 

7 i . wet: i : ; ; »$$le ike he pees eee Sia ie bea ‘ ay 
4.7 under-sixteen unions per thousand marriages. The most com- Jessie London x 

; . ; Rg ; ; WE GAVE UP OUR CHILD Ruth Doehler ....... Trrvrcery 36 

mon reason for early marriage is to prevent illegitimacy of children. 
Often the parents themselves urge the marriage. But social workers Fiction 


who have watched these young marriages flounder and more often 


: : , : ; THE INN OF NO YESTERDAYS CHATELAINE BONUS NOVEI 
than not end in disaster, feel a wiser course would be to provide 








me ; CONCLUSION WN. Brysson Morrison ? j awe ee 
care for the baby, if necessary, until the couple are more mature HOW TO CATCH A HELPLESS HERO Nathan Kaplan mete 
and can decide what course of action they should take. LOOK BACK FOR TOMORROW Katherine Marcuse ............ 30 
All states in the United States have laws regulating the legal 
age a girl can marry. In thirty-five states this legal limit is set at Food / Homes 
sixteen. In all others — except New Hampshire, where the legal “QUICKIES” FOR COOL COTTAGE COOKING Joan Jackson ... 32 
limit is thirteen — the age set is either fifteen or fourteen. In THE LITTLE HOUSE THAT GREW INTO A GRACIOUS HOMI 
Britain no girl can marry below the age of sixteen. It is time hg Sc ie ae PSahes - 
i . ar : . ’ . SHOPPING W / / ean Byers 6 
isa | anadi > »r house in this regard, too. Le ave noc Rptints: 
Can ida tidied her house in thi regard, too. Let’s have n child HOMEMAKER’S DIARY Joan Jackson 56 
marriages here — even under “extenuating circumstances. MEALS OF THE MONTH... .. oc -ccccccecccccecccce. Rn 
Beauty 
BAe. A eee” CIM DOD 3 ddcucsauccsceéiedensdaden 65 
Chatelaine Crafts 
A GAY PICNIC FOURSOME Wanda Nelles ..cccccoces ececeacuoe 59 
EDITOR Your Child 
{ COOL TIPS FOR BABY’S HOT-WEATHER COMFORT 
ElcaBetEC RAR RODE TED i oie cc cccecedccsvecientedabeaes 78 
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"4711" EAU DE COLOGNE 


the most delicious way to 


so exquisitely refreshing! 


be tingling cool and so 


enchantingly feminine. 


im 





HOCKENGASSE We47I1” 


GNE ON RHINE 


BLUE & GOLD LABEL 








KAU DE COLOGNE 


“4711”, imported from Cologne, the City of “4711” fame. 
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What's New 
at Chatelaine 


A happy day for David and 


Arthur Mallinson: Amber came home. 


Almost ‘“‘for never Amber”’ 


This is the tale of THE CAT THAT 
DIDN’T MAKE THE CHATELAINE COV- 
ER. It happened like this: For this 
July we planned an all-orange cover 
— orange background, orange 
towel. a girl with orange hair drink- 
ing orangeade, and as a final in- 
spired touch — an orange cat. We 
located a suitably tawny creature 
called Amber, which belonged to 
Dr. and Mrs. Mallinson and their 
four children. On the day the 
photograph was to be taken, art 
director Joan Chalmers collected 
Amber, but just as she was getting 
out of her car clutching the cat — 
he got away. Four frenzied staffers 
raced behind through downtown 
Toronto traffic. No Amber. Deso- 
late and desperate, we brought in 
Snowball [see cover] and gloomily 
reported the loss to the Mallinsons. 

But there’s a happy ending. 
Forty-seven hours after his dis- 
appearance, Amber came padding 
home — a little thinner but still a 
frisky armful, as you can see above, 
for Arthur Mallinson and _ four- 
year-old David. 


Come oot to the hoose, Joyce 


When Jessie London met Joyce 
Grenfell she expected to be enter- 
tained. But, instead, she found her- 
self putting on a performance. She 





Jessie and Joyce: “See what I mean?” 


had hardly murmured, “How do 
you do,” when the famous English 
comedienne commanded her to say, 
“Come out to the house!” Jessie did 
— rather self-consciously. “There!” 
exclaimed Miss Grenfell. “See what 


I mean? You say, ‘Come oot to the 








Chatelaine * July 1960 





bef 


hoose.’ A Canadian accent defies 
copying. It’s a subtle blend of too 
many influences.” 

But although a Canadian charac- 
ter may never be featured in one 
of those zany Grenfell perform- 
ances, we rate high as an audience 
because we understand English ac- 
cents and expressions easily. Miss 
Grenfell says she has to slow up 
her delivery when in the U.S. 


Bustling Beny goes to a ball 


Roloff Beny is a Canadian from 
Lethbridge, Alta. But “home” may 
be any one of three other locations 
— a brick house in downtown To- 
ronto, a brown- 


ms 
stone apartment "**% jie 
in New York, or 





a penthouse in 
Rome. On a re- 
cent evening in 
New York his 
schedule was both 
celebrity - studded 
and crammed. 


Roloff Beny 


First on his agen- 

da was an opening-night perform- 
ance of the play Duel of Angels, in 
which his friend Vivien Leigh was 
starring. Then he was going on to 
a ball as the guest of the Duke and 
Duchess of Windsor, and winding 
up the evening at an after-theatre 
party. For his photo story of the 


Windsors, turn to page 20. 


To you from us—everywhere 


Happy holidays wherever you are 
and that 
might be anywhere at this time of 





from wherever we are 


year! Four CHATELAINE Staffers are 
off (or have been) to Europe. One 
editor is holidaying in the Mari- 
times, another in Newfoundland. 
One is headed out west. One is 
lazing away a week on a St. Law- 
rence River freighter. One is going 
to a summer cottage and one is sit- 
ting at home in the garden alter- 
nating weeding with reading. The 
rest will work all summer —- they 
took winter holidays, poor things. 


For change of address write Chatelaine, 481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Ont. 


Chatelaine Magazine is authorized as Second-Class Mail, P.O. Department, Ottawa 
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What's New in the shops 
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Fashion is flamboyant 

Witness Nina Ricci’s gypsy look— 
big floppy hat, triangular scarf and, 
most important of all, jangly big 
hoop earrings. Brigitte Bardot has 
a pair. Soon 

Canadian 
will be 
them too. 


girls 
wearing 
The 
rest of the news 
from fashion edi- 
tor Vivian Wilcox 
is that the 
popular colors for 
fall will be the 
leaf tones—brown first, then green 
and burnished gold, with flame as 


most 








an accent. Also coming in: wine 
and many shades of purple from a 
bright neon violet to grape. Fabric 
wools in weaves, 


news: gauzy 


grainy crepes; cut velvets, brocades. 


For your kitchen 
Those handy kitchen plastic bags 
you use for sandwiches, washed 
vegetables and a dozen other things 
are now obtainable rolled in a box 
just like any other kitchen wrap- 
ping. They come twenty to a roll, 
each complete with string tie and 
are washable. About 69 cents a box 
Now, for southpaws, left-handed 
scissors. The eight-inch, general 
household size is $2.89. The four- 
inch children’s style with blunt ends, 
49 cents. Simpson’s across Canada. 


Up to the eyes in beauty 

“Change your eye shadow as often 
as you change your mood,” advises 
beauty editor Eveleen Dollery. To 
help 


Shado-Rama (below) —a wand of 


you, Tussy has _ produced 








shadow sticks in 


siX miniature 


bright sapphire, blue violet, emer- 
ald, mauve, turquoise, silver. The 
price is $2. 

To aid in the war against wrin- 
kles is Du Barry Creme Paradox, a 
deep-penetration cream with a new 
ingredient — Natural Oil Replace- 
ment. It’s said to restore oil in the 
skin which wear, tear and weather 
have caused to vanish—and to have 
all the 
cream—yet it’s nongreasy. The in- 


benefits of a rich night 


troductory size is $2.75. 
In toyland 


These 
wooden 


sturdy 
toys 


shown below and 


at right are a 
colorful new line 4 
Europe. 


from 








cS | 
TATE | 





The nonmagnetic acrobat can be 
made to balance in all sorts of posi- 
tions. Tricky but fun: $1.29. The 
jointed figure can be taken apart 
and made into many other figures 
$1.19. 


Toys. Available in 


— including birds. Price 
Tofa 


toy stores or departments across 


Made by 


Canada. 


For outdoor living 


To light your garden, patio or pool 
there is the Olympian Outdoor 
Torch. It consists of a safety-en- 
closed kerosene lamp atop an eight- 
to eighteen-inch sectional pole 
which you “plant” in the ground. 
In red or green with white, or black 
and gold. Price, $7.95 a pair. From 
Shirriff Sales, 207 
Quay, Toronto |. 


Bros. Queen's 


What’s New Continued on page 4 








TIMELY TIPS 


ON WATER SAFETY... 


Boat with Safety. If possible, you should 
take a course in seamanship and master all 
the “traffic laws” of the waterways. Keep 
these important points in mind: 

Before going out always check the weather 
forecast. If storm w arnings are up, Stay ashore. 

When two motorboats meet head on, both 
should bear to starboard, i.e., right. 

When near swimmers, operate your boat at 
dead slow. And don’t speed near wharves, 
fishing boats and sail boats. 





Never overload a boat. Should it swamp or tip over, don’t panic. Cling to 


it, keep calm and wait for help. 


Never go boating without approved life-preservers for everyone aboard. 


first aid chart, offered below. 


Dive with Safety. Skin diving demands the utmost 
skill, caution and good equipment. Don’t attempt 
it unless your doctor finds that you have the physical 
and emotional stamina for it. 

Plan your dives. Always be sure where you're 
going, how deep and how long you can stay under. 
Avoid outgoing tide. 

Whatever you do, be prepared. Don’t take 
chances or play practical jokes on others—especially 
unskilled swimmers. It’s the skilled, courteous per- 
son able to cope with any emergency, who really 
enjoys the wonderful world of the water. 


instruction is available. 





COUPON MAY BE PASTED N STA LO 














Swim with Safety. “Always go in the water 
with a buddy.” Stick to this rule at all times. 
Until you're an expert swimmer stay out of 
deep water and swim only where there are life 
guards or with someone trained to give artificial 
respiration. Learn the new lifesaving technique. 
It is described and illustrated on Metropolitan's 


Never force a child into the water, until he 
is ready to take the plunge. Around water—even 
shallow water—watch a young child constantly. 





Can your child swim? To insure safe 
enjoyment of the water the ability to swim 
is important. Many families contain some 
person who can teach the young members 
of the family the basic elements of swimming 
There also are agencies, such as the 


Y.M.C.A., Y.W.C.A., and others, where 


| FIRST ALD | Al 


|= m 
i jj j= =a 
Lhe Metropolitan Lite | e Co | eas Saag 
e, Canadian Head Office (Dept. H.W.) | = —=% 
Metropolitan  °~*° | Bel SS 
A ‘ Please send me the free | Ez 
Life **First Aid Chart,” 70L = 
i i : Name 
INSURANCE COMPANY PLuagE paar 
A MUTUAL COMPANY Address 
Z ay City Prov. ™ 
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by the sip or by the swallow 


Kull he 
glad-a Salada 


The good, glad 
taste in tea 





What a delightful wav to bring together old friends, or new 
over a friendly cup of Salada 

Salada Tea combines the choice teas of the world in a unique 
blend that no other tea has ever been able to copy. The result is 
the good, glad taste in tea that Canada likes best 

Try Salada. It’s just your cup of tea 





ms 
DIA A TRE 


CANADA'S 
FAVOURITE 
TEA 


Salada’ Teo ws one of ta 
wt 
fine products ¢ 


ALADA-SHIRRIFF-HORSEY Led 
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sisi: Now aan 


By JESSIE LONDON 


In Canada less than a year, Scot- 
tish crafts teacher Sheila Stiven has 
become so adept at native Cana- 
dian arts that she’s to be technical 
consultant for an Indian craft sales 
centre the Saskatchewan  govern- 
ment plans to open at the northern 
resort of Lac La Ronge. Vivacious, 
dark-haired Sheila got her first 
Canadian job when she answered 
a Saskatchewan Arts Board adver- 
tisement for a craft consultant. 
Her application accepted, she re- 
signed her craft-teaching post at 
the Dundee (Scot- 
land) College of 
Art and reached 
western Canada 
last August. Since 
then she has visit- 
ed almost one 
hundred scattered 


Saskatchewan 





centres, teaching 


Teacher-pupil 


and learning as 
she goes. Her Sheila Stiven 
puppetry class at the tederal peni- 
tentiary, Prince Albert, will use its 
new skill to produce a puppet show 


next Christmas 


Busiest woman ino Canada just 
about the time yvour CHATELAINI 
reaches you is Miss Bertha Bassom, 
director of the University of To- 
ronto Library School. As president 
of the Canadian Library Associa- 
tion Miss Basson s co-chairman 
ot the first-ever joint mee 


the Canadian and American Libra- 


ry Associations. Sharing the gave 
he six-thousand-delegate oO 
Ki SS1O eeting Mont- 
real jat n June ts Miss Bassom’s 
Ss muunterpar Benjamin FE. 


Powell, jibrarian of Duke Univer- 


Lizahethan drama anc totem pote 


seem) prett' 


unrelated to us — bu 
ou'l) fimd both if vou go to Strat 


ford. Qnt., this summer tor th 


Shakespearean Festival. Ellen Neel, 
of White Rock, B.C., a member of 
the totem-carving Kwakiutl tribe, 
will spend the festival season (June 
27-Sept. 17), chiseling five Indian- 
mythology figures into a_ twenty- 
two-foot B. C. cedar at the Western 
Canadian Indian exhibit. 


2 for an inspiration 


RED ROSE 


You'll be noticing a new-style lapel 
pin any day now—in the form of a 
white cane. The design was the in- 
spiration of a partially sighted To- 
ronto woman, Mrs. Gordon F. 
Jackson. Plagued by her own handi- 
cap—she could walk about confi- 
dently, but couldn't read merchan- 
dise labels, menus, program notes 

she designed a lapel pin to re- 
semble the instantly recognized 
white cane of the blind. Kay Jack- 
son patented the design then gave 
all rights over to the Canadian 
National Institute for the Blind. 
The CNIB adopted the pin official- 
lv. for use by the partially sighted, 
and in the first month distributed 
one thousand to their divisions 
coast to cdaast. 
which 


come in two sizes, 


The pins, 


are sold for 
twenty-five cents 
to men or women 
egistered with 
the CNIB. The 


apel pins will not 


Kay Jackson 


white cane. but will signal help 


hen needed. Be readv to offer it 


. eS a 
VJuote of the nonth. by English 


fell: “There's too much tendency 
r \odern theatre to dwell on the 
sordid and tawdry. The theatre is 
ot a platto for righting wrongs 
— > entertainmen 


What's New Continued on pace o 
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You get lightest topping for fruit! 2/3 less calories! 1¢ a serving! 
all because you can whip New Carnation Instant! 


Now, enjoy lots of delicious topping — 
often! % less calories than whipped cream, 
costs so little! The secret is Carnation 
Instant Powdered Skim Milk—the 
“Magic Crystals” Instant that whips! 


This amazing new crystal-form of fresh 
skim milk fluffs into the lightest topping 
ever. And makes the best chiffon pies, 
frozen desserts, sauces and dressing you 
ever enjoyed! In any recipe that calls for 


whipped cream use delicious calorie-light 
whipped Carnation Instant. 


This is the fresh-flavor Instant that’s deli- 
cious for drinking, so handy for all your 
cooking and baking. Mixes instantly, even 
in ice-cold water. The modern way to all 
the protein, calcium and B-vitamins of 
freshest whole milk. Try the only “Magic 


Crystals” Instant — 4-qt., 12-qt., and new 


32-qt., sizes. Costs as little as 9¢ a quart! 


AN ALL-CANADIAN PRODUCT 


Now! Save more than % on milk bills with Carnation Instant “Magic Crystals” 


1960 


‘._ERELLLiEntitetoos 


ee a SEB ’ “4 


CARNATION INSTANT WHIPPED TOPPING 
(Makes about 3 cups topping) 


1. Mix % cup Carnation Instant ‘‘Magic Crystals”’ 
, cup ice-water in bowl. 


with 
2. Beat until soft peaks form (3-4 minutes). Add 2 tabie- 
spoons lemon juice. 

3. Continue beating until firm peaks form (3-4 minutes 
longer). Fold-in 4 cup sugar. 


Directions for whipped topping on Carnation Instant package 





a 














Jennie, wife of author PETER GZOWSKI, tries on several New York hats. 


Enjoy all the fun of a NEW 


HOLIDAY WEEKEND 





What happens when the 
YANKEES GO HOME? 


For two decades Fort Pepperell has provided jobs, husbands, foster parents—and count- 
less friendships for thousands of Newfoundlanders. Now there is sadness, apprehension 
and mounting unemployment as The Yankees Go Home From St. John’s. 





THE MEDICAL EMPIRE 
IN THE QUEBEC BUSH 


Chicoutimi’s leading industry is an astonishing hospital that telecasts surgery in color 
and adds buildings as fast as many big-city hospitals add beds—an unlikely empire built 
by an iron-willed nun almost nobody knows. 





For these and other equally exciting features read the July 2nd 
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Women’s Institute members in nine 
of Canada’s ten provinces had bet- 
ter start digging out heirlooms. 
Word from national headquarters 
of the FWIC is that their ten-vol- 
ume Canadian Mosaic, a history of 
Canadian household arts, customs 
and crafts, is to be revived. Plans 
for the project were announced by 
the W.I. in 1953, but history-loving 
Nova Scotia’s W.I. was the only 
one to follow through. The N.S. 
volume, by W. I. veteran Mrs. 
W. A. Turner, of New Minas, con- 
tains drawings by Mrs. Turner's 
granddaughter, Sandra, age thirteen 
when the ninety-three-page book 
was printed in 1957. 

Of the coming revival in the 
other provinces, national W.I. sec- 
retary Mrs. H. G. Taylor, of Ot- 
tawa, says “If the job is well done 
it could be a valuable addition to 
Canadiana. Nova Scotia has given 


a good lead.” 


They're doing something about: 
a feminine arm of the law 


CHATELAINE has done some detec- 
tive work on Canada’s policewom- 
en, and now we know more about 
them, as a group, than they know 
about themselves. Here are some 
of the facts we collected by polling 
police chiefs in our forty largest 
cities. Fourteen cities have, among 
them, a total of one hundred and 
twenty - six policewomen, all but 
twelve in uniform at least part of 
their duty time. 

Much of their work concerns 
women and children, though some- 
times they are sent into the under- 
world to trap drug traffickers, and 
into the streets to ticket overtime 
parkers. The Canadian policewom- 
en receive the same pay scale as 
male police. Their chances for pro- 
motion are limited: so far there is 
only one inspector; three are ser- 


geants, and one is a corporal. 


Here’s the line-up: Toronto has the 
most policewomen — thirty. They 
are under the supervision of Ser- 
geant Fern Alexander, who joined 
the force in 1952, and was put in 
charge of the women’s uniformed 
unit formed in 1958. 
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Vancouver had Canada’s first po- 


licewoman — in 1912 and now 





has the lone woman _ inspector, 


ep 





eae 


In Ottawa: ticketing is women’s work. 


Nancy K. Heweth, plus a corporal 
and ten constables... Ottawa has 
two regular policewomen and twen- 
ty-five motor-scooter-riding recruits 
recently assigned to auto-ticketing 
... Two of the twenty women hired 
by the Montreal Police Department 
in 1947, Claire Chabot and Juliette 
Ruest, have earned sergeant rank 
and have authority over the other 


eighteen — all originals. 


Two of Edmonton’s twelve police- 
women recently overpowered an 
armed man; two others brought in 
two unruly men who were later 
convicted of manslaughter after 


their activities were investigated. 


Hamilton has six uniformed women 
constables Windsor has five 
plain-clothes policewomen... Sen- 
ior Policewoman Helen A. Hans- 
ford, of Winnipeg, was joined by 
three constables in 1957 . . . Cal- 
gary has four policewomen, each 
with ten or more years’ service... 
One of Regina’s two policewomen 
gives English lectures in the city 


police academy. 


One policewoman each serves On- 
tario’s Sault Ste. Marie and Port 
Arthur; British Columbia's Victoria 
and New Brunswick's Saint John 

Halifax’s lone policewoman, 
Constable Ruth Donald, is on the 
port city’s morality squad. 


Cities now considering adding 
women to their police forces are 
Hull and Jacques Cartier, Que., 
St. Catharines, London and Kitch- 
ener, Ont., and Moose Jaw. 


What’s New Continued on page 6 
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take.it-easy 
make-it-easy 
MINUTE RICK. 


summer salad vometndiiiaiiil 










































a) Yield: 6 servings 
v7 1 package (12 ounces) 
vw MA frozen green peas 
Se? ‘er Versatile Minute Rice is ideal fa ' tS = 
> / \ . 
Ca . oe ne ° / \ @ cups water 
4 Lys "see for summer meals. Rice adds new f | 146 cups (4% ounce box) 
3% ited * <a interest to chilled salads—and it’s Minute Rice 
NS Ad os all so easy when you use | 34 cup mayonnaise 
PNA yk ig : | | 4% cup chopped dill pickle 
2egr% AA Ye eeet Minute Rice. Simply add Minute Rice aS Tie ana oh 
~s7*% a 4 as | 
3 43348 oes, y, to boiling water, remove from ICE COOKED | Dash of pepper 
4 SA gar heat and let stand. That’s all—and 1 cup cooked ham strips 
} 6") 249 ’ 1 ; 
ZG Mle late it’s ready to use. It can’t turn I cup Swiss cheese strips 
Vai SS Vs Ss | 
TAN SSO ter out any way but perfect — because Add frozen peas and salt 
SNe es Minute Rice is already cooked. to water In saucepan. 
a eS <® m 4 S . . “1. 
x2 BS RY You'll spend less time in the kitchen Bring quickly to a boil; 
‘J = - “ . . 
z 7 jo ,44 this summer—thanks to Minute Rice! boil 2 minutes. . 
Ws vals Add Minute Rice. Mix 
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to moisten all rice. 


5 Y) 


 , 
Fay Another delicious time saver from = re ¥. 
Fewese} General Foods Kitchens ad <P aeotennny- apr sie ty 


Stir in mayonnaise, 
pickle, onion, and pepper. 
Mix lightly with fork. 
Chill. Before serving, 

add ham and cheese, 
mixing lightly. 

Serve on salad greens, 


Cover and remove from heat. 


garnish with tomato wedges. 
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“PLAN-IT-YOURSELF” KIT 


will 

















This FREE 


help you modernize your home 


You can easily modernize your present bathroom, plan 
an extra washroom, or restyle your basement—work- 
shop or laundry area. This ‘“‘Plan-It-Yourself’’ Kit tells 
you how to go about it—where to start, how to get 
your own ideas. 


It’s easy to use . . . comes complete with Planning Sheets, 
Scaled Fixtures for positioning, and illustrations to 
give you plenty of modernization ideas. It’ll be fun 
for the whole family to use. 


It’s free. Just fill in the coupon below. You'll see how 
you can live more comfortably right where you are, 
with less trouble and cost than you probably think. 


AN INDUSTRY SERVING 
THE NATION’S HEALTH 


Canadian Institute of Plumbing & Heating, 
Department C-7 

550 Sherbrooke Street West, 

Montreal, P.Q. 


Without obligation, please send me my “Plan-lit-Yourself” Kit FREE, 

Nome e siahbheienenlidiiaian 
Street 

City Prov. 











What's New 


to see and hear 


By EDNA MAY 


Emcee Maria Barrett and Edna May: 


4 ae 
“I’ve never been so happy. 


The world 
is her Assignment 


Warm friendly Maria Barrett, host- 
ess with Bill McNeil on Assign- 
ment, the show _ that 
ranges the world five nights weekly 
on CBC Dominion Radio network, 


is one person in show business who 


interview 


does not want to be billed a glam- 
our queen. The dark-eyed brunette 
tells me she has been called a 


“Latin - type” lovely, but Maria 
doesn’t really relish the term. 
“Somehow it doesn’t seem quite 


appropriate for the mother of a 
schoolgirl,” she 
Sheri-Lee Hall 


hopes to be an actress-vocalist and 


thirteen-year-old 
says. (Daughter 


has already appeared on the NBC 
Dave Garroway show Today and 
on the CBC). 

Maria first stepped on stage in 
Toronto at three and a half to sing 
and dance. As a teen-ager she 
taught dancing school, then turned 
actress. “For nine years I did a 
variety of roles on radio,” she says, 
“everything from dramatic parts to 
voices of dogs, frogs and little girls 
on the original radio versions of 
Howdy Doody and Cuckoo Clock 
House. The only time I ran into 
trouble was when I tried to wind 
up one program as a duet!” 

Summing up four years on As- 
signment, hostess Barrett says, “I’ve 
never been so happy. I used to 
think acting was the whole uni- 
verse, but now I prefer this real 
world. As an actress I don’t think I 


got nearly so close to people 





these 
actualities and interviews show men 
and women as they are.” 

There are some dozen people be- 
hind the scenes on Assignment, so 
Maria does not plan, write or edit 
the show, but she does offer sugges- 
tions, conduct interviews and some- 
times goes out with tape recorder 
on trips across country or abroad. 
Working hours are from two until 
9 p.m. weekdays, but there’s still 
time for the family plus Maria’s 
menagerie including a French 
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poodle, a Pekingese, a twelve-year- 


old Persian cat and a female toy 
pinscher (presented to her by the 
city of Seville during an Assign- 
ment in Spain). 


The “merry imps’’ 
of Stratford 


Never before have there been so 
many children trodding the boards 
at The Stratford Shakespearean 

Festival (June 27- 


Sept. 17). Eight 
local Stratford 
children have 


been coached by 
Douglas Camp- 
bell (among them 
his own Dirk and 
; ~ Teresa) to be 
Hayward Morse: “merry imps and 
brats” in A Mid- 
summer Night’s Dream. The young- 
est member with a lead role is 
twelve-year-old Hayward Morse, 
son of actors Barry Morse and 
Sydney Sturgess. He plays Arthur 
in King John. 


New look at old CBC 


CBC is really trying to avoid the 
U.S. diet of old movies and in- 
numerable repeats over the summer 
months. Here’s a list of new fare 
to look for: 

On radio: Venture is a new hour- 
long series Sundays at 5 p.m., EDT, 
on TransCanada. Executive pro- 


youngest lead 


ducer Harry J. Boyle says it will 





Dave Broadfoot: a Jest for Saturdays 


“range far and wide for its subject 
matter, being a somewhat more re- 
laxed version of Project '60...” 
The Billy O’Connor Show takes 


What’s New Continued on page 10 
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Smartly Mode ry 


Subdued but not timid, here’s a theme in tune 
with today’s elegant décor. Start with a soft- 
sheen “Handicraft” floor (H775) of ivory 
flecked with grey, add drapes of a pale-lipstick 
pink and flaunt a deep red note on your 
chairs. Lovely, not loud! 


Step clegantly into fashion with 


the soft-sheen floor 
DOMINION LINOLEUM 


A warm palette of colour in this tropically 
inspired room, but it isn’t noisy colour as 
you can see. Colour smartly understated is 
the correct note in modern décor, and 
that’s why Dominion Linoleum fits in so 
well with its suave soft-sheen. This floor 
in Dominion “Handicraft” tiles not only 


has the quality look that is the essence of 


burns, wears as long as you want it. For 
ideas, exciting ideas, wonderful ideas on 
modern home decoration, be sure to get 
your copy of the new fully illustrated book, 
“Modern Floor Décor”. Send 25¢ to Home 
Planning Dept., Dominion Oilcloth & 
Linoleum Co, Ltd., 2200 St. Catherine 
St. E., Montreal. Free illustrated guides 


Com f prtahl { Rustie 
The soft-sheen “Handicraft” floor (H762) is 
cinnamon, spiced with other subtle tones. 
Pick up the yellow in the floor with your 
rough-linen drapes, and again in the bold 
stripes of your chesterfield fabric. Elegantly 
rustic, not “‘countrified”’! 


on colour selection, installation and main- 


elegance; it really delivers quality, too! 
tenance, available on request. 


Won’t show scratches, sheds ordinary 


Dominion Oilcloth & Linoleum Co. Limited e Makers of Dominion Linoleum, Dominion Vinyl Tile, Asphalt Tile and Associated Products 
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Romantically Polyne S ia 7 


Shades of the South Seas! A luscious orange, a hap- 
py blue, and a chair that almost transports you to 
the tropics! Colourful but elegantly quiet with soft- 
sheen tiles of mulberry “Handicraft”’, this is a 


RD FOR THE SMART SEAMLESS LOOK, OR IN TILES 
FOR SPECIAL EFFECTS ...MARBOLEUM...DOMINION JASPE... 
HANDICRAFT... BATTLESHIP... TILECRAFT...MADE ONLY IN 
A...SOLD BY YLE-SETTING CANADIAN RETAILERS. 


room as restful as a view of a smooth lagoon... Mul- 
berry ‘Handicraft’ tiles, No. 784 with orange and 
ivory insets of Dominion “‘Battleship”. Honey inset 
is Jaspé (J738), also shown in background foyer. CAN 
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Kids and mother 
love Dixie Cups suse 


Use Dixie Cups in the popular Dixie Home 
Dispenser with the gleaming gold or silver 
cap and base. Absolutely hygienic, and 
Mother, no wash-ups, no broken glasses. 
Adds a colourful decorative note to kitchen 
and bathroom. And be sure to keep a supply 
of Dixie refills always on hand for thirsty 
days ahead. 

Whatever beverage or food you serve, it is 
more inviting, more convenient, in gay, 
colourful Dixie cups, plates or containers. 
Follow the happy habit of more and more 
smart housewives — use disposable, time- 
saving Dixie Cups! 


Not all paper cups are 


DIXIE CUPS 


T.M.R, 


... just the best ones! 


(ouxee) DIXIE CUP CO. (CANADA) LIMITED 
BRAMPTON, ONTARIO 


cue T.M.R. 


10 





Look for the colour-matched 
team of Dixie Cup Home 
Dispenser and Dixie Refills 
at your grocer’s. 








What's New to see and hear coms 


over weekdays from The Tommy 
Hunter Show (1.15 p.m., EDT, 
TransCanada) July 4 - August 19. 

Tommy returns 


\ 
August 22. Billy 


ad 
ve) 


hopes to have 
Jack Duffy pro- 
vide comic relief 
twice a week... 
Radio humor has 
been lacking all 
winter long so 
let's hope there'll 
be some in Jest 
for Laughs, a fif- 
teen-minute com- 


edy series Satur- 





day nights on 
Sammy Sales: : 
Trans Canada, 

laughs are back 
aimed at develop- 
ing Canadian comedians and fea- 
turing such performers as Dave 
Broadfoot, 


Hyatt and Paul Kligman. 


Sammy Sales, Pam 


On television: Encore will repeat 





Rhythm Pals join in summer Swing. 


some of the best drama productions 
telecast on CBC-TV over the years. 
This will be followed, beginning 
July 3, by Curtain Call, featuring 
Barry Morse in readings ranging 
over the field of theatrical history 

Allan Millar will host Swing 
Gently, a major summer variety 
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show, replacing Music °60 on Mon- 
day nights from July 18. Show will 
also feature Allan Blye, the Rhythm 
Pals and Ruth Walker. Comedienne 
Pam Hyatt will have a chance to 
inject some “impudent humor”... 
First Person, the new Wednesday 
night drama series now under way, 
features stories set in many parts 
of Canada. Michael Sadlier, super- 
visor of CBC-TV drama, is placing 
emphasis on original plays and 
hopes the series will attract new 


writers to TV. 


Summertime 

paperback parade 

Put a paperback in your pocket on 
vacation. and for something slightly 
different look for a new series of 
fourteen profile books being pub- 
lished by Evergreen and ranging 
from studies of famous writers and 
composers (Shakespeare, Chopin, 
Goethe, Homer, Haydn, Schubert, 
Schumann) to Priests of Ancient 
Egypt and Great Roman Women. 
The series is well printed and illus- 
trated — $1.50 each. 

New Canadian Library series 01 
paperbacks (McClelland & Stewart) 
presents old fa- 
vorites in attrac- 
tive new designs. 
Among the newer 
titles: Poets of the 
Confederation 
(Bliss Carman, 
Archibald Lamp- 
man. Duncan 
Campbell Scott, 
CharlesG. D. 
Roberts)— $1.50; 
or chuckle with Arcadian Adven- 
tures with the Idle Rich, by Stephen 
Leacock — $1. END 


Encore for a 


Leacock smile? 





Hi \ | 


Printed and published by 

Avenue, Toronto 2, Ca 

President. DONALD F. HUNTER, \ 
M 


e-Presi 
Peel S 


I trea VANCOUVER, Bt 
Maclean-Hunter Limited ) Old Bur 
Atabek, Londo: U.S.A Macle Hunter Put 
SUBSCRIPTION PRICES: In Ca 

$5. OF Price for all her \ 


elaine 





‘ ri without permis Chatelaine 
Departme Ottawa. CHANGE OF ADDRESS: 
if sue 1 whicn i is to ake effect 

LAINE, 481 UNIVERSITY AVE., TORON’ 


address label if possible 


ro 


ngton St 
lishing Corporation, 341 Madison Avenue, New York 
ada, 1 year 


ries $2.50 per year 


nada. HORACE T. HUNTER 


MACLEAN-HUNTER PUBLISHING COMPANY LTD., 481 University 
Chairman of the Board. FLOYD 8S, CHALMERS 

t and Managing Director. MONTREAL, P.Q.: 124 
) West Georgia St Vancouver 5 


GREAT BRITAIN 
London W1; Telephone REG, 7941; Telegraph 
1 

2 years $2.50; 3 years $3.00; 75 issues for 

Copyright 1960, by Maclean-Hunter Publishing 
n stories in Chatelaine are imaginary and have 
0 Chatelaine must be accompanied by addresse 


exercise every care in handling material submitt 


y protected by copyright and its contents may 


Magazine is authorized as Second-Class Mail, P.O 
Send new address at least six weeks before the date 
MANAGER, SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT, CHATE 
Send old address with the new, attaching present 




















Bs Rt ir 


\ 


enjoy Nescafé’s rich blend of the world’s 
five finest coffees 


What a proud hostess you are! Your silver gleams brightly. blended in Nescafé. Blended carefully and lovingly, so 
Your china sparkles. And your coffee is superb, with that that all the flavor in coffee comes to life in your cup. Serve 
richness of flavor and aroma only Nescafé’s perfect blend Blend 19 Nescafé in your home, and enjoy this rich 


can give you. Yes, the world’s five finest coffees have been experience in coffee pleasure. 


Brighten your day with Nescafé... BLEND 19 NESCAFE 


ANOTHER QUALITY PRODUCT FROM NESTLE 
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An unusual experiment at St. Luke's 
Maternity Hospital in Bradford, England, 
may set a new pattern of maternity care. At 
once, it allows certain women to go home 
forty-eight hours after delivery, and others 
to be hospitalized for early care during 
pregnancy. 

Phe experiment was started because toxe- 
mia of pregnancy, a problem for many 
women, is best detected and treated between 
the twenty-fourth and thirty-fourth weeks of 
pregnancy. To make more beds available 
for the antenatal care of women who have 
had trouble in previous pregnancies and 
others showing signs of developing toxemia, 
the hospital began to discharge some mothers 
on the second post-delivery day, provided 
they were fit, their babies healthy, and home 
conditions suitable. In the first year, 741 
were sent home within forty-eight hours to 
the care of their own physicians. Only three 
had to be rehospitalized. Severe toxemia of 
pregnancy has been almost eliminated from 
the city of Bradford. 


An infrared scanning camera that reveals 
slight variations in skin temperature and 
promises to help detect cancer and other 
problems much earlier than present methods 
has been developed in Ottawa by a National 
Research Council scientist. Cancer is known 
to provoke local inflammatory reactions. 
And in breast cancer, the skin overlying the 
malignancy tends to be warmer. The camera 
takes a temperature picture, showing areas 
as little as half a degree warmer than usual 
and, in so doing, may spot breast cancer 


even before a small tumor can be felt, thus 
permitting early treatment before the cancer 
spreads. It has already revealed twenty-six 
early breast cancers in preliminary trials. 

The device may have usefulness in other 
cancers as well and, in addition, is now 
under investigation at McGill University for 
detecting thyroid disorders, pregnancy and 
ovulation, hardening of the arteries, and for 
rapidly discriminating between second- and 
third-degree burns. 


Ovari 


Women who must undergo removal of the 
ovaries do not invariably lose all sexual de- 
sire, activity and responsiveness. The surpris- 
ing fact: their patterns of sexual behavior 
are much less influenced by the ovary opera- 
tion than by removal of the adrenal glands. 
Evidence comes from a study at the Sloan- 
Kettering Institute for Cancer Research in 
New York with women who, to bring spread- 
ing breast cancer under control, underwent 
removal of both ovaries. Some, from one 
to five years later, had to have their adrenal 
glands removed to bring the cancer undet 
control again. Following ovary removal more 
than eighty percent of the women retained 
some sexual desire and responsiveness. After 
adrenal-gland removal, the majority of the 
women lost all desire. 


In acute multiple sclerosis, prednisolone 
may be of value. This report comes from 
German physicians, who explain that the 
hormone, sometimes used for arthritis, usu- 
ally does not help patients with chronic 


BY LAWRENCE GALTON 


HERE’S 
HEALTH 





or slowly progressing MS, but it often brings 
improvement in previously stubborn acute 
symptoms, working in some patients even 
within the first day. 


From British doctors comes word that en- 
couraging results in treating lung cancers 
too far advanced for surgery have been ob- 
tained with a nitrogen mustard, TEM. At 
Baguley Hospital, Wythenshawe, Man- 
chester, forty-three patients received intra- 
venous doses of the compound. Despite 
severe nausea for twenty-four hours, thirty 
patients felt better within three days, and 
in ten the tumors shrank. In four cases, 
chest X rays returned to normal or near 
normal within one month. Among others 
who benefited were some patients who after 
surgery to remove lung tumors, suffered 
recurrences and spread of the disease. Their 
new tumors were inaccessible to X rays but 
they now appear to have been brought under 
control by TEM treatment. The treatment, 
it must be emphasized, is not considered to 
be a cure, 


[he color of the eyes can change because 
of pain or anxiety. So a British physician 
reports. He tells of one woman who had 
had several episodes of tuberculosis, the last 
successfully treated by surgery. Since then, 
she has undergone periodic checkups. Norm- 
ally, her eyes are blue. But shortly before 
each checkup, when she becomes tense and 
anxious, her eyes become steely grey. Im- 
mediately, after each examination, the nor- 
mal blue color returns. END 
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THE CANADIAN WAY...the best way for Canadians 


A unique Canadian | Canadian publications 
theatre helps preserve help foster the growth 
and enrich our great of our own art and 

cultural heritage literature 


In the dramatic arts, Canadians have a rich and varied cultural heritage. It stems from 
England, France, Scandinavia, the Slavic countries and many other lands. It embraces 
such giants as Shakespeare, Moliére, Ibsen and countless other masters of the drama. 

In Ontario’s Stratford, a unique Canadian theatrical venture is reviving this cultural heri- 
tage and enriching our lives with exciting performances of these works by our own talented 
actors and actresses. In so doing. it is giving them an opportunity to further their careers 
in their own country. 

As Canada’s leading national publishing house. Maclean-Hunter also makes a significant 
contribution to our culture. Its national magazines, financial and business publications mirror 
Canadian achievement in many fields; they foster the development of Canadian artists and 
writer by providing them with an outlet for their talents here at home; they show our 
businessmen new techniques and better ways of doing things; they interpret world events 
from the Canadian point of view. 

Through them, the priceless vehicle of Canadian expression is preserved and strengthened. 


They are, in fact, part of the Canadian way .. . the best way for Canadians. 


MACLEAN-HUNTER PUBLISHING CO. LTD. 


Head Office—481 University Avenue, Toronto 2 e 1242 Peel Street, Montreal 2 © 1030 W. Georgia Street, Vancouver & 
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Se” 1t’S YOUR WORLD A monthly background to the news headlines 











} 
: 

Commonwealth leaders at the London conference in May (from left): Tunku Britain; R. G. Menzies, Australia: External Affairs Minister Eric Louw, South 

Abdul Rahman, Malaya; Justice Minister E. J. Cooray, Ceylon; Jawaharlal Nehru Africa: Ayub Khan. Pakistan; Kwame Nkrumah, Ghana; Sir Roy Welensky, 

ndia: Walter Nash, New Zealand; John Diefenbaker, Canada; Harold Macmillan, | Rhodesia and Nyasaland. The meeting, says Gordon, indicated need for change. 

WHAT’S HAPPENING TO OUR COMMONWEALTH? 

‘ 7 

bile 
: 

“The Commonwealth as Canadians know it is finished.” says this Canadian observer. “The new nations of Asia and Africa 

have spilled in to shatter the calm and tip the power balance. We must adjust now, or face havoc” 


LONDON — The fickle loyalties of anonymous 
millions in Asia, Africa, and the Indies are bid- 
ding fast to replace prime ministers, diplomats 
and revolutions as the most potent forces now 
at work within the British Commonwealth of 
Nations 

Already this year, the demands of these loy- 
alties have forced upon the Commonwealth as 
a whole unprecedented statements of principle, 
and unheard-of steps toward joint action. In 
the next five years, as new members join the 
Commonwealth, the pressures will be even 
greater 

The Commonwealth as Canadians know it ts 
finished. As of this year the placid, confident 


white Commonwealth club ceased to exist. Now 


By DONALD R. GORDON 


Commonwealth meeting admitting he had ac- 
cepted apartheid for the sake of a harmony ill- 
understood and locally irrelevant. And _ he 
would be wasting his time going to London it 
he did not also secure some recognition from 
the rich, white “have” nations of the Common- 
wealth of his own immediate economic needs 
as well. So too with Prime Ministers Kwame 
Nkrumah of Ghana, Pandit Nehru of India and 
Alhaji Abubakar Tafawa Balewa of Nigeria 
Thus new dynamics have been introduced 
into Commonwealth affairs. Where before 
there was a community of color, language and 
religion, now there is a requirement of equality 
in incredible diversity. This brooks no com- 


promise; the anonymous millions will not tol- 


moment. After the strained prime ministers’ 
meeting in London in April, it is agreed that to 
remain workable in its new dynamic form the 
association of nations will need important, dif- 
ficult, far-reaching reorganization. It’s even 
doubtful, in fact, whether it can continue to 
exist at all. What is to be done? 

One wing, small and reminiscent of the clas- 
sic old colonels in their beleaguered Conserva- 
tive clubs, says, Chuck the new boys out, let 
the boisterous Afro-Asians settle their own 
hash 


Where do we go from here 


We can’t. In hard economic terms, we need 


Pag | the white old-timers Britain, Canada, Aus- erate concessions, their leaders cannot. By these their business. In selfish political terms, we 
tralia, New Zealand, and for the moment South terms alone, South Africa, as a specific case, need Afro-Asian support in the councils of the 
Africa represent only the minority view. must change her policies or get out. If she world. Ready rivals are prepared to push us 





The new nations of Asia and Africa have 
spilled in to shatter the calm: India, the great 
brooding third force of Asia; Pakistan, tough 
and militant; Malaya, uneasily united; Ceylon, 
torn by domestic political crises; Ghana, ebul- 
lient would-be leader of black Africa; Nigeria, 


this vear’s new boy 


More are to follow; Cyprus, Sierra Leone, 
the West Indies, possibly Hong Kong, Malta, 
Singapore and the East African territories 


doesn’t, the others are in wholly untenable 
positions. 

Where before there was a degree of eco- 
nomic unity within the Commonwealth, so that 
questions of aid and development weren't real- 
ly relevant, now there is the driving demand 
for investment, technical assistance and edu- 
cational exchange. The Commonwealth idea is 
being given a first call, but as Nkrumah of 
Ghana warned this spring. the new members 
will turn elsewhere if their needs aren’t met 

In the future, if the present loose, informal 
terms of Commonwealth membership still re- 


aside and use those votes against us. 
Generally, then, go-it-alone ideas are ruled 
out. What else is possible? Closer federation is 
Suggested, with a Commonwealth council armed 
with real powers to make binding decisions 
without the present and unworkable unanimity 
rule. Out would go apartheid (and probably 
South Africa with it); in would come an in- 
creasingly specific code of common conduct. 
Regional organization is proposed, too, call- 
ing for close informal relations between logi- 
cally grouped members, who would in turn 
send their representatives for central discus- 








Ne 
~ 


Nov 


That’s where the anonymous millions come main the only binding ingredients, internal sions from time to time in London mos 
in. In virtually all of these new member coun- tensions (as between India and Pakistan. for A scheme for a U.N.-style approach crops cos! 
tries, stability is an idea measured in terms of example) threaten havoc. Difficulties in consul- up as well—a loose grouping with veto powers pact 
months, not decades. Men seeking to govern tation arise, too. With the old club, relations for the political side tenenaion comparable im- P 
have to keep ever mindful of a harsh, direct, were close and intimate simply because the potence as well). with the consiatiie seer anita ; 
brutal competition that means they must pro- total membership was small. Now there are sary technical and scientific pa tS an. — 
duce results or be thrown out eleven members; in the coming years this num- ed ‘apart so that they of ae aa ws ‘able silic 

In Malaya, for instance, Prime Minister ber could grow to twenty-five or more, How is to get on with the job ; : : ven 
Tunku Abdul Rahman would be committing intimacy to be maintained? This veer the tieeie — And 
political suicide if he were to return from a Clearly, the Commonwealth is at its decisive The conclusions will hove to be made soon END you 
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New (ce ngel Face with cosmetic - silicones 











lets you change your skin tone a 
so you can wear any fashion colour 
































Now you can make fashion’s most fabulous colours your ~ 
: ° ' 9 vr. . P Be POND’'S COSTUME-COMPLEXION CO-ORDINATOR ~. 
most flattering colours! How? With the first fashion 
. . . T 
cosmetic—new Angel Face by Pond’s—the only com- | raim sum | nosy sain | OuvE sein | DARK OLIVE 
. ees i. TUME 1 
pact make-up with cosmetic-silicones. Seueune : 
) . ° “y° - POND'S ANGEL FACE SHADES 
Precious cosmetic-silicones let Angel Face change : . a mT 
your skin tone—without looking artificial. Cosmetic- REDS-PINKS =| IVORY. =| NATURAL NATURAL | — TAWNY . aig 
ilic 2S c 33] Ss ors : >. 
silicones make possible softer, : ubtler shades and Pre- | cesnsesvuows | coven ies aan san 
vent skin moisture from darkening or discolouring them. } dn 
And cosmetic-silicones actually capture light, to give GREENS-BLUES = NATURAL _ — sup snites 
- j = i 4 | ne _ of Raw F, ‘ 
your complexion lovely radiance! | , New complexion beauty! Angel Face, the finest 
; : _ . BROWNS-BLACK =| PINK =| — IVORY BLUSHING Ta powder-and-foundation in one, ready for you in 
Now—look lovely in any colour! Take this chart T - the delicate pink Date Case—just $1.00. Also in 
; — . , , sLUSHING A 
when you go to buy your new Angel Face shades, —> Wure-neuTaas | waTueat | Tawey | susming | the blue-and-gold vanity box—just 89¢. 
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Advice on date-baiting, bores, and the gentle art of the handshake 


Dear Susan: 


I have a best friend in my class in 
school and we do everything to- 
gether. My sister tells me the boys 
won't approach a constant twosome, and that I should 
mix more with the rest of the kids. Is she right? —MAvis 


Dear Mavis: 

Your sister has a point. It would probably be to the 
social advantage of both you and your friend if you 
split up for a few minutes in the halls, the cafeteria or 
when you're having a lemonade after school. Shy boys, 
particularly, will not approach two girls to ask one for 
a date, or even to make the preliminary hellos before 
phoning for a date. And boys do like to make an over- 
ture before asking for a date to see if the chances of 


acceptance are good. 


Dear Susan: 


My steady and I broke up. I sent him back the bracelet 
he gave me, and Id like a ring I gave him. I don’t know 
whether to ask for it. I don’t want him angry at me. 

— STEPHANIE 


Dear Stephanie: 
It sounds as if you ended the agreement before he want- 


ed to. If you leave him alone and try to be naturally 
friendly, you may win him as a friend. If you bother 
him about a ring you gave him it may add a touch of 


bitterness to the situation. 


*Write to Susan Cooper, Chatelaine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 2. Pseudonyms only will be published. 


— plus news in summer fun wear 


Break up that constant twosome 


BY SUSAN COOPER 


Dear Susan: 

I feel I'm a bore... and that when I do talk people (es- 
pecially the boys) can’t wait till I'm finished. I don't 
know how to be gay and funny. — MARILYN 


Dear Marilyn: 

A sense of humor is good, but a man likes to marry a 
girl who is warm and companionable — not necessarily 
sharp and witty. You can enjoy the wits, but boys like 
even better someone who will appreciate their funny 
remarks. Don't be too earnest, but don't try to compete 
with the wits. Listen, make the occasional comment, en- 
joy yourself in your own way and you'll find others are 
enjoying you. 


Dear Susan: 


What are the rules on handshaking? — BETTY-ANNI 


Dear Betty-Anne: 

A girl always offers her hand to a boy if she wants to 
shake hands with him. Usually, however, a smile will 
suffice on introduction. Handshaking is much more a 
European than a Canadian custom, particularly concern- 
ing women. 

An older woman will offer her hand if she wants to 
shake hands, as sometimes will an older man. If. how- 
ever, you were introduced to an older man. it would 
be perfectly all right for you to offer your hand. As for 
shaking hands on being introduced to a girl your own 
age, it’s entirely a matter of choice. Rules or no rules, 
never ignore a hand offered for a shake. That's an insult. 








Head over 


Picnic time, sailing time, cycling time—take your choice and 
be a summer sport. Your rewards for all this extra activity 


a twenty-carat tan and a streamlined figure. And we 


think that part of the fun is the colorful, happy-go- 
lucky clothes you can choose to match your summertime mood, 


Popularity leaders are casual tops worn with slim and 
trim trousers. Our horseshoe-curved miss wears 


a white chino blouse with striped sailboat and yellow 


crescent-moon applique. Her deck pants are red-and-white- 


striped cotton cord. Set is about $10.95, in sizes 5-15, 


Her handstanding companion wears a midriff-skimmer of 
blue and white cotton with white rickrack trim. The white chino slims have a print Pussy-cat 
appliqué. This set is about $12.95, in sizes 5-15. Both outfits are by Juniorite. 

(Method in their madness: both these acrobats know that handstands, somersaults and 
gymnastics in general shape the neatest figures seen in summertime sports clothes.) END 


heels into summer 


—FUN, 








EUGENIE GROH 
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Reassurance... a mother’s gift to her daughter! 


No words can reassure your daughter better than yours. 


Maybe she’s a gay, carefree extrovert . .. or a 
mysterious, thoughtful introvert. Perhaps she’s suddenly 
become too sophisticated for that wonderful ‘Little 
Girl” closeness you used to share. But under it all, of one 
thing you can be sure—there are moments when you 
are the only one she trusts. 


Don’t let her down. Here’s your chance to recapture 


Introduce your daughter to TEEN-AGE—the first and only napkin 
designed for active young women ! 


cy 

@ Extra absorbency without extra bulk gives sure protection—no matter ti 
how active a girl may be. age, 

@ Slimmer contoured and compressed, Teen-Age was specially designed | wae 


to fit lithe figures. 


@ Exclusive new ‘‘Feminine Fabric’”’* cover in dainty pastel blue design J _ \, 
that absorbs instantly. : Nath 


*Trade Mark, 
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Teonage by ee = 3 ADDRESS ~_ , 


that warm, wonderful relationship once more—on a 
woman to woman basis. 

Don’t leave it up to the school system . . . a sympathetic 
friend ... whispered gossip in the gang. This is your 
opportunity ! For nothing can replace a mother’s love 
and reassurance. 


Share this first step of “‘growing up” with her—and 
you will grow closer to her and be worthy of her trust. 


x * * * * * * 


FREE INSTRUCTION BOOKS: Piease send me my free copy of 


most perplexing questions. 


] “Growing up and liking it” contains 24 fact-packed pages on feminine protection; what's 


taboo, what's O.K. on "those days” and tips to help her feel her best 


Ke Miss Anne Gilbert, Box 6326, Montreal, Quebec. 
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] “How shall | tell my daughter?’ —a 13 page book to help you answer your daughter's 
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Here’s a must for your summer-time reading 
—a FREE pageant of hair-styling tricks, 
liptricks, valuable hints on complexion care 
and eye make-up. This free ‘‘Miss America 
Beauty Book” contains 40 colourful, illus- 
trated pages, 9 exciting chapters—each one 
with a happy ending! 


At work or at play—this summer you'll 
want to look your very best. This means 
extra special attention to hair, eyes, lips and 
complexion. That’s why lovely Lynda Lee 


Yours..40 pages 0 
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Approximately “5 actual size 


Mead, crowned Miss America of 1960. and 
the Toni people have joined to bring you 
FREE—the Miss America Beauty Book . - 
to show you the more natural way to that 
natural look of beauty every woman wants, 


Remember, there’s nothing like No-Mix 
Toni with “Hidden Body” to make your hair 
so softly manageable, so permanently. Now 
you get all Toni’s exclusive features PLUS 
the “Miss America Beauty Book” in this 
special Toni Kit, at the regular price, 


No Beauty operator knows Toni’s secret for Hidden Body, 











pdate your 

setting strategy 
, FREE! 
Miss America 
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Get your 
booklet 
in this 
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“Tone Kit. ~ 
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CHATELAINE CALLS 


In these exclusive photographs the distinguished 
Canadian artist-photographer ROLOFF BENY has 
recorded a recent visit to the Paris home of the Duke 
and Duchess of Windsor. Here he tells of his 


meeting with one of the world’s most famous couples 


{uthor-photographe Roloff Beny on the rooftop of his studio in Rome. 
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ON THE WINDSORS 
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1960 


I was rushing through the Bois de Boulogne to call on the Duke and Duchess of 
Windsor. A mutual friend, Lord Kinross, had arranged the meeting and had briefed 
me on protocol. | went with great curiosity, excitement and impatience to meet 
these figures of high romance who were also personalities in their own right 
The car left the hustle-bustle of Paris behind when it swept through the hand- 
some wrought-iron gate with its design of gilded cords and tassels. A gravel drive 
curved through carefully manicured lawns, reminiscent of an English park. The 
villa was really a small chateau, pale ivory stone, three-storied. Footmen—Italian, 


as are most of the attendants of the Roloff Beny’s story continues on page 55 


PICTURE STORY CONTINUES NEXT PAGE 











Queen Mary's portrait (at top) hangs inside entrance 
of eighteenth-century drawing room in Paris house 


of the Windsors, into which they moved in 1953. 


Only six dinner euests—which the duchess considers 
the ideal number at one tahble—are ente rtained in 


oyster and tangerine Louis XV dining room (above). 


CHATELAINE CALLS ON THE WINDSORS 


Continued 


The Duchess: 


a perfectionist 


to 
tN 





Windsors from the City of Paris, had been the residence 
of President de Gaulle. In it the Duchess of Windsor used he) 


The Bois de Boulogne house, bought hy 
decorating talent to create “a place 


where good things out of the past interminele eracetu with good things of the present.” In the 
g x J ° 


vast drawing room (above) the walls are French bli th silver-leaf- moldings. Every exquisite 


objet d'art is gold. Upholstery is oyster and te sill 


raised plush design; draperies, black and 


white moire. The duchess has combined her husband’s heirlooms with Louis XV and XVI antiques 


from Paris ft Bar / luches : . 
aris’ Left Bank shops. The duchess ite lilacs and lilies, yellow carnations. 


There is no place for loose ends in the world of the Duchess of Windsor. Her smallest 
gesture reveals precision; when she moves her hands they return tidily to rest in an 
elegant and perfect pose, says composition-conscious Roloff Beny. Her keen eye de- 
tected a flaw in the silver leaf being applied to the panel molding of the dewsing room 
when Beny called. “If the workmen hadn't done it properly, at once,” he said, “I had 
climb the ladder herself and show them how.” 


fe) | 


the distinct feeling the duchess would 


The duchess describes her formula successful dinner parties: mingle bores with 
brilliant people around the same table, so the bores cannot dominate wad vivid people 
won't have to compete with each other. Menus and table settings are never left to the 
staff. The duchess dictates linens. china te ; 


silver and decorations to be used; makes 


| : toward the stafl—most of them French, English 
and Italian, handsome in elegant liver 


final adjustments herself. Her manne: 


is. Beny observed, courteous but unbending. 
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The Duchess of Windsor, in the grand hall of her Paris house, wears a black velvet cape with 
fringed white satin overcape—one version of the Dior design she has made up in various fabrics. 
The duchess, 


long a favorite client of couturiers, is now a competitor; she sells her own designs. 
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Vivien was pleading for the marriage she had 
abandoned. Now Dick had to choose. . . 


By N. BRYSSON MORRISON 


WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE. Richard Sadler and his wife Vivien, a pair of 
sophisticated Londoners, had invested everything in a country inn, The 
Cherry Pie. When the inn fails, Vivien leaves him. Richard, to get as far 
away as possible, accepts an offer to manage the Drochet Arms, a fishing 
hotel in the Scottish Highlands. At first he feels he will never be able to 
endure such a rustic life, but gradually the charm of the old place takes 
hold and his loneliness and the hurt of his wife’s desertion lessen. The hotel 
owner had lost his only son in the Second World War, and Dick has the 
strange sense that he has not only stepped into Hew Gunn’s place but into 
his personality as well. This is emphasized for him by his meeting with Fiona 
Thain, the girl Hew would have married. Dick feels at once that he must 
always have known her, and soon that he must always have loved her. Be- 
fore he has an opportunity to tell her about his marriage, a couple arrive 
at the Drochet Arms. They register as H. D. Reswick, the famous author, 
and his wife. As Dick goes into the lobby to greet them, he stares as though 


hypnotized, for the woman who registered as Mrs. Reswick is Vivien. 


CONCLUSION 


He experienced then what he had only heard of once before 
when a pilot, wounded in a dogfight, had told him, “I didn't 
bring my Spit back — at least not in the usual way. I saw myself 
inside, slumped like a sack over the joy stick. I was outside. | 
guided it from the outside. Funny, wasn’t it? I don’t speak about 
it of course — people’d just think I was crackers.” 

He saw himself go forward as Jenny left reception to show 
the newcomers to their room. He saw his own back. He did not 
hurry, as though he had all the time in the world at his disposal. 


And so he had: every minute had sixty separate moments. It 
was rather like watching a slow- Continued on page 62 


\IN] 


Copyright Ihe Hogarth Press. Londor Published 





CHATEL 


in Canada by Clarke, Irwin & Company Limited 


Chatelaine * July 1960 





» 
a 
Sad 


















































é 






































The ornately embossed volumes (above) 
in silver-studded great hall of his Paris 
home were presented to the Duke of 
Windsor when he was Prince of Wales. 


Right, duke and pug Disraeli, one of four. 


CHATELAINE CALLS ON THE WINDSORS 


Continued 


The Duke: 


a connoisseur 


The Duke of Windsor is an avid 
collector of antique gold and silver. 
Much of his Georgian silver was 
inherited, some he has purchased, 
and some rare pieces have been 
given to him by family, friends and 
civic greeters. The duke takes par- 
ticular pride in his priceless collec- 
tion of rare gold snuffboxes, each 
fashioned individually for some 
seventeenth- or ecighteenth-century 
king or courtier. 

As his wife makes the interior of 
their homes her specialty, the Duke 
of Windsor devotes his efforts to 
the gardens. He designed and plant- 
ed an English garden on_ their 
fourteen-acre country place — a 
thirty-room, eighteenth-century mill 
house twenty miles from Paris — 
and is writing a gardening book. 

Another keen interest —- men’s 
fashion is the subject of the 
duke’s book, Windsor Revisited, due 
out in October. So exacting is he 
in his own attire that he has _ his 
jackets made in London, then sends 
a length of the same English cloth 
to his tailor in New York, who 
makes up the trousers in a cut the 


duke feels London cannot duplicate. 


STORY OF VISIT WIT 


Miniatures of the duke as Prince of Wales and re 


res rest on a Louis XVI table in the great hall. 


The duke's Georgian sever collection, he LUN IN fis outh nod 
5 a of il and 


hidden in France during World War II, 


includes candlestick (right) by i 
ul Storr (1771-1844). Winetaster is French. 


great English silvers jt) P 
th, Pe 


THE WINDSORS CONTINUES ON PAGE 55 
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endure such a rustic life, but gradually the charm of the old place takes 
hold and his loneliness and the hurt of his wife’s desertion lessen. The hotel 
owner had lost his only son in the Second World War, and Dick has the 
strange sense that he has not only stepped into Hew Gunn’s place but into 
his personality as well. This is emphasized for him by his meeting with Fiona 
Thain, the girl Hew would have married. Dick feels at once that he must 
always have known her, and soon that he must always have loved her. Be- 
fore he has an opportunity to tell her about his marriage, a couple arrive 
at the Drochet Arms. They register as H. D. Reswick, the famous author, 
and his wife. As Dick goes into the lobby to greet them, he stares as though 


hypnotized, for the woman who registered as Mrs. Reswick is Vivien. 


CONCLUSION Bia 


He experienced then what he had only heard of once before 
when a pilot, wounded in a dogfight, had told him, “I didn't 
bring my Spit back — at least not in the usual way. I saw myself 
inside, slumped like a sack over the joy stick. I was outside. | 
guided it from the outside. Funny, wasn’t it? I don’t speak about 
it of course — people’d just think I was crackers.” 

He saw himself go forward as Jenny left reception to show 
the newcomers to their room. He saw his own back. He did not 
hurry, as though he had all the time in the world at his disposal. 
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‘So she played dumb—and got the wackiest surprise of her life 


By NATHAN KAPLAN 


The trouble with Sydney was, she was just too good at everything. 
The trouble with Greg Lundy was, he wasn’t good at anything. 


e@ “The trouble with you is,” said Laura Hardin, “you frighten men.” 
Startled, Sydney Dean plunged into her bag, came up with a mirror, 
and began to read it. The aging process couldn’t have set in, not already. 

“That’s not what I meant, silly, and you know it.” 

Sydney put away the mirror and draped a smoothly toreadored leg 
over the arm of Laura’s best chair. 

“Explain,” she invited. 

“All right. Here you are — young, lovely, eligible and yearning. 
You ought to have more suitors than Penelope. But at this moment there’s 
not a single, solitary index finger caressing your doorbell. Why?” 

“You're telling me why.” 

“I certainly am. Be quiet and listen. You remember Johnny? He 
was a gone guy until you beat him straight sets in tennis, gave him a 
stroke a hole in golf, and showed him how to pick up the four-ten split. 
As you doubtless recall, he never showed up for that swimming date. 
In fact, he never showed up again.” 

“Poor Johnny, he was so unathletic. But he was cute.” 

“Yes, he was cute, but no man wants to be prince consort to the 
queen of the Amazons. And then there was George. By the time you 
got through correcting him on various subjects from Herodotus to 
Hegel, his shattered male ego was ready for surgery.” 

“But he was so wrong about Hegel.” 

“Hegel, shmegel! As far as you were concerned, Hegel could have 
been a catcher for the Toronto Maple Leafs. When a mah expounds 
philosophy, play dumb.” 

“What makes you such an authority on men?” 

“I’ve got one, haven't I? Besides, you asked what your trouble was, 
and don’t think you can turn me off before I finish. I've waited too long 
for this chance. Now let’s see? Oh, yes, Albert. He was the one in the 
grey Dacron suit, and you told him how he should have laid out the 
Ocean Breeze cigarette campaign, the one with the liquid cartridge 
filter, based on the Turkish water-pipe principle. Continued on page 70 
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How to meet 
the challenge of 


Chairing the panel are editors Doris 








Anderson, second from left, and Jessie London, right front. 


Just by the process of breathing we grow older. Is there a secret 


to happy old age? How can young women plan for it? 


A Chatelaine panel of experts discusses one of today’s most urgent issues 


MRS. LONDON: To start with a basic question, 
do women fear age? 

DR. FRANKS: We have enough fears without 
an extra one which we don’t need. | don't 
think the average woman actually fears age. 
Perhaps one half of one percent worry be- 
cause their skin isn’t nice, or they have a 
grey hair, but that isn’t fear. We went 
through the same thing during the meno- 
pause, and we don't fear the menopause 
any more than we fear puberty. It's some- 
thing that happens. 

MRS. GOOD: Fear is a very personal thing, 
rather like food fancies. A great many 
people haven't accepted the fact that by the 
simple process of keeping breathing you 
grow to your later years. 

DR. DAVEY: | don’t believe fear enters into 
it quite as much as resentment of the limita- 


tions . . . of no longer being the centre of 





CO-ORDINATOR: JESSIE LONDON 


a continuing family. If women fear any- 
thing it is illness — the expense, and being 
removed from a situation in which they are 
active, needed and constructively working 
in the community. 

DR. FRANKS: Don't you think part of the 
resentment is due to the fact one doesn't 
feel any different as one gets older? You 
probably work more slowly but actually you 
don't feel different until somebody makes a 
remark one day 

DR. GILBRETH: I think one does feel differ- 
ent. Certain restrictions that one has had 
are not there. For example, you can talk to 
any man, woman or child and nobody will 
misunderstand you. I'm really enjoying this 
period of seeing various limitations just 


quietly vanish. 


MRS. LONDON: Sophie Tucker, the last of the 
red-hot mommas, has said: “From birth to 
eighteen a girl needs good parents; from 
eighteen to thirty-five, good looks; from 
thirty-five to fifty-five, good personality; and 
from fifty-five on, good cash.” Seriously, 
how can young women best prepare for age? 
DR. GILBRETH: Be interested. 

MRS. BROWN: Yesterday I was having break- 
fast with actress Irene Worth and told her 
of this panel. “Bravo!” she said. “I think 
young people should start preparing for old 
age at sixteen. They should think how won- 
derful life is going to be and get hobbies and 
a vivid interest in things outside of them- 
selves.” And she has it! She's interested in 
everything around her. 
DR. ALBERTSON: Not withering and 
withdrawing within yourself and becoming 


fearful. Continued on page 58 
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“We have enough fears without an 


Dr. Ruth Franks extra one which we don’t need. | don't 


is a psychiatrist in : ” 
- | . ap think the average woman fears age. 
private practice. she is i 


ed 


BD 









married and the 


mother of twin sons. 


“Certain restrictions are not present (in 
Dr. Lillian Gilbreth, 
siti: tena old age). You can talk to any man, woman or 


twelve, is an expert in child. I'm enjoying this period of seeing 


time and motion study, , he ee ‘ ‘ so 

eink Gian aiiiiaaia ae various limitations just quietly vanish. 
the best seller, 

Cheaper by the Dozen. 


“Being needed is a must if old people are to 


continue in good health, physically and mentally.” 





Dr. Jean Davey, 

internist, is chief of 
medicine at Women’s 
College Hospital, Toronto. 


Mrs. Helen Brown, “An older woman who looks after her grooming can 


senres Abies make today’s younger women look awfully sloppy.” 
twenty-three years as 
manager of the Elizabeth 
Arden Salon, Toronto, 


now sells real estate. 


“Older people often tend to be 


ae critical of today’s young mothers. 

Mrs. Jean Good is 
executive director of I think too many of us are gossips.” 
the Ontario Society on 
Aging. She is widowed, 


and a grandmother. 


Dr. Mary Albertson, 


married, with three chil- 


“You can be independent if you have a sense of 
trim pctieh daa value... you give .. . you are needed. In an 
of the eye departments institution old people feel they are put away.” 
at St. Joseph’s Hospital 
and Women’s College 

Hospital, in Toronto. 





Photographs by John Sebert 
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stared in amazement 


Katherine 


but the words were Sam’s. 
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Susan awoke in a world she 
couldn't remember. She had a 
husband and children and they 
were strangers. Somehow she must 
discover the secret that barred 

the past, and find the key to ail 


Look 
back 

or 
tomorrow 


She was dreaming, of course she was dreaming. 

She was in a world of blank walls and voices, but not 
an ordinary wall, no, this one went up to the 

sky, and the voices were childish, but they were 
devilish too. “What’s your name? Mary Jane?” But 
that wasn’t her name, and they kept on, What’s 

your name, what’s your name — and she didn’t know. 
It was terrible not to know, and she wanted to cry, 
but suddenly an older voice said sweetly, It 

doesn't matter, if you can’t remember you can start 
all over again. She felt her body flooding with relief, 
and even as she came awake the relief stayed, 

as when you dream of loving an unlikely 

person and love him all the rest of the day. 

She lay for a minute wondering where the 

voice in her dream had come from. Was it sitting, 
like Humpty Dumpty, on the top of the wall? But the 
wall was too high . . . Then she opened her eyes. 
There was still a wall, but it was the wrong color. 


The whole room was strange. The curtains weren't right. 


But that was ridiculous. A dream within a dream, 

she thought, and knew it wasn’t so. She closed her 
eyes déliberately and opened them again. The walls she 
expected should have a green ivied pattern, not 

be this delicate bluish grey. The curtains should be 
white and blowing, with a pine tree outside the window 
instead of drapes muffling Continued on page 47 
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“QUICKIES” 





Just ten to twenty minutes’ cooking aan au ® 


time for these flavorful and nour- 


a 


ishing dishes we devised for every 
day in the week—plus something a ¥ ° 


little more special for the weekends 


Golden Bacon Roast 


3 to 4 Ib lean peameal Ya cup apple juice or 
back bacon apple cider 
~The secret of success here is to have the pan fit the meat—so the apple juice gently 
flavors the meat and you don’t have to baste it. Set the bacon on heavy-duty foil in a 
roasting pan, folding up the sides and ends of the foil to make a narrow pan to fit 
the bacon with an inch to spare. Then pour the apple juice or cider over the bacon 
and bake at 375 F for 45 minutes (meat thermometer will register 170 F). A simple 
method but such a succulent roast. Spiced whole peaches are delicious with this. 


Consommé Scalloped Potatoes 


6 medium potatoes 2 ths flour 

l.can consommeée ~ Salt and pepper 

% cup water 
Peel potatoes, slice, and parboil 5 minutes in the consommé and water. (This lets 
the consommé flavor get into the potatoes more than if they are baked without 
parboiling.) Drain and save the liquid. Place potatoes in a buttered casserole in 
layers, sprinkling flour, salt and freshly ground black pepper on each layer. Pour 
the consommé back over the potatoes and dot with butter. Bake at 375 F for 45 
minutes. Six servings. 





sp otchnS ES 


Lemon Green Beans 


1% Ib fresh green beans V4 tsp powdered rosemary 
Yo cup finely chopped celery , Ye cup boiling water 

1 tsp salt Lemon juice 

V4 tsp pepper Lemon slices 


After you have the bacon and potatoes inthe oven prepare the beans then pop 
them into the oven for the last half hour of baking time. Wash and cut the beans 
diagonally. Combine with celery and seaSOnings in a casserole. Add boiling water, 
cover and bake '3 hour at 375.F. Drizzle with lemon juice before serving and 
garnish with lemon slices. 


More recipes on page 44 
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Ten years ago the Robertsons owned a house on a lot. A carefully planned 


long-term do-it-ourselves project resulted in the home at right as it is today. 


By OLGA ANN FERDA and VERA JORY 


Photographs by Dennis Colwell 


Ten years ago Gay and Don Robertson bought a modest two-bedroom 
house on the outskirts of Toronto. Today, thanks to their imagina- 
tion and plain hard work, the house is a spacious home set in land- 
scaped gardens. By doing most of the work themselves the Robertsons 
saved several thousand dollars. For example. $700 on hand-rubbed 
finishing of the paneling in hall and family room, $450 on painting, 
and well over a thousand dollars on the flagstone terrace are only 
a few of the savings effected. 

The alterations were designed to give the Robertson family, 
which includes sixteen-year-old Michele and Dean who is four, 
room to live according to their own particular pattern. Gay and Don 
entertain frequently and do not believe in relegating the children to a 
basement recreation room on such occasions — nor themselves to 
their bedroom when Michele has friends in. So a new wing provided a 
second living room — the family room, the Robertsons call it; a new 
entrance and hall large enough to cope with a number of guests at one 
time; and a third bedroom necessitated by Dean’s arrival. The old hall 
became a powder room and part of the long kitchen a breakfast room. 

While the major structural changes were done by a contractor, 
the project was completed by Gay and Don. He laid the flagstones in 
the hall, the vinyl floorings, made the Formica-topped cabinets and 
hung wallpaper. Gay upholstered furniture and made draperies. To- 
gether they painted, indoors and out, landscaped the garden, built 
walls, paths, barbecue pit. New furniture was bought piece by piece 
What didn’t fit into ope room was refinished, recovered and otherwise 
adapted for use elsewhere. With imagination, sound planning, patience 
and good taste the iRobertsons completed their ten-year project. 
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q In the distinctive family living room, three-foot-square white vinyl tiles out 
lined with brass inlay and a white brick wall are warmed by the pale gold 
of the couch, deeper gold on the chairs and the terra-cotta striped sectional 
sofa. The secondhand piano was lacquered by Gay. Original paintings by 
Don Robertson and D. MacKay Houstoun highlight the color scheme. Ceiling 
is beamed because the Robertsons liked it that way. Surface finishes here 


and throughout the house were selected for their easy cleaning qualities 


Blue indicates new edition 


ADULT LIVING ROOM 








pas 


| 
Plan of completed home shows spaciousness which the Robertsons had plan- 
ned. Large entrance hall with double doors is close to family living room 


where most entertaining takes place. Upstairs are two bedrooms and a bath 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 39 
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A CHATELAINE PERSONAL 


By Ruth Doehler 











































EXPERIENCE STORY 


Margarette, whom we called Gretchen, had never 
looked prettier as, like a sprite, she dashed in and 
out of the leaf shadows on the lawn. Her father snapped 
her picture time after time with the camera we had 
bought for the occasion. Her hair was bobbed softly 
about her exquisite little face, with its tilted nose and 
blue eyes. Now and then she felt with her slim fingers 
the bouffant skirt of her new dress, pointed the toes 
of her new patent-leather shoes in admiration. In all 
her four and a half years she had never seemed so 
aware of the attention she was attracting and so re- 
sponsive to it. Last-minute doubts throbbed in us. 

We were conscious of how quickly the day was 
going, how soon all this would end, for at midnight a 
train would take us from the city — and our little 
girl away from us forever. 

Suddenly Gretchen threw herself down and cried 
At this signal we all went indoors. | undressed her and 
let her lie in her bath while | prepared a bottle with 
strained meat, fruit and milk in it. Gretchen disliked 
eating but she enjoyed the comfort of a bottle. I dressed 
her in sleepers and tucked her into bed with her be- 
loved blanket for the last time. | tiptoed from the room 
and put the catch on the door, then realized that we 
would never have to lock that door again. 

After supper, Nicholas and Flora went to bed, for 
the last time in the same house with their sister, | 
thought again. | set up the board and began to iron 
labels on all Gretchen’s new clothes. She had been as 
pleased with each new item as a bride with her 
trousseau. 


My sister and my mother Continued on page 40 


We could fight the dreaded decision no longer. 
Our little Margarette was retarded 

and needed more than our love could give. 

In just a few hours a 


midnight train would take her from us joveves TH 
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Notice the tiny puffs which give a cloth-like feel, greater absorbency 


THIS NEW INVENTION WILL ast 
CHANGE EVERY IDEA YOU EVER HAD 
ABOUT PAPER TOWELS 


> re NEW SUPER-ABSORBENT 


7 i, Scotlowels 
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The new invention is an exclusive, patented process that textures each sheet of Super- 
Absorbent ScotTowels with 2000 tiny puffs. You immediately discover a cloth-like 
softness as Scot Towels gently shape themselves to your face and hands, dry them quickly 
without rubbing! The thirsty puffs drink up moisture, drain fried foods, mop up spills, 
instantly, like a blotter. And Scot Towels are so pliable, they fit like cloth into tiny spaces. 
Even with their softer texture, ScotTowels hold their shape and strength when soaking 
wet. One towel lasts and lasts. Durable, attractive holders are available to blend with 


your color scheme. Look for new Super-Absorbent ScotTowels next time you shop. 


NOW AVAILABLE IN CONVENIENT BIG ROLL TOO!:: 


WE ALSO MAKE SCOTKINS PAPER NAPKINS 





MADE IN CANADA BY WESTMINSTER PAPER cO. LTD. 
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Peterborough’s Lift Locks make a spectacular back- 
ground for Mom’s colorful family shot on Kodacolor Film. 


Make it an outing to remember — with Kodacolor 
snapshots. It’s easy with any camera ES 


What can compare with the exhilaration of a holiday 


afloat and the panorama of Ontario’s beautiful waterways. 
And Kodacolor Film captures it all in glorious color! 
And it's ,so easy! Just put Kodacolor Film in your 
present camera and shoot away! 
Kodacolor Film is now at new low prices. It 
can be processed locally in many cities, or 
by Kodak. Ask your dealer. 


Kodak " See Kodak’s “The Ed Sullivan Show” on CBC-TV Network : 7 R. 
—a trademark since 1888 AND TAKE YOUR 
CANADIAN KODAK CO., LIMITED, Toronto 15, Ontario 
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Dad has an enlargement of this Kodacolor 
shot in his office. To him it symbolizes all the 
colorful, carefree hours of their unforgettable 
trip. 




















Johnny gets souvenir of North Bay, but Dad 
gets a more lasting remembrance in this wonder- 
ful Kodacolor shot of the youngsters. 
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THE LITTLE HOUSE THAT GREW INTO 
A GRACIOUS HOME 


Continued from page 35 








Formal living room of the Robertson’s home is decorated in an 
invitingly warm clean-line simplicity and a subdued elegance. 
Here the added luxury of broadloom and white-brocade sofa replace 
tile flooring and multicolored furniture. Two low tables on the left, 
purchased unpainted for less than ten dollars each, were finished by 
Don. Above these, hang four oils painted by daughter Michele at 
the age of ten. Oak desk (not shown) was a dressing table before 
Don and Gay stripped it and finished it with white paint and beeswax. 
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Spacious entrance hall features a small, stone-bordered indoor 
garden, set against the white backdrop of the rebricked exterior 
chimney wall of the original building. Don Robertson laid the 
flagstone flooring. It is treated with two coats of clear liquid plastic, 
easy to clean, and accents the indoor garden. Knotty-pine wall was 
rubbed first with white paint, then with beeswax. Wrought-iron 
benches were designed by Don and Gay who also covered them. 

Continued on next page 
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Brownie Twin 20 Camera—$1295 
Gets better pictures with Brownie ease! 


Now, two ways to view. 
Now twice the opportunity 
to take beautiful snapshots. 
Color slides, too! 


The Brownie Twin 20 makes good 
pictures easier to get because it has 
two viewfinders . . . an eye-level 
finder for action and distant shots... 
a waist-level finder for wonderful 
snaps of the children, pets and 
flowers. 

And, all you have to do is aim 
through either finder and press the 
button! Everyone can count on clear 
color snaps, “super size” color slides 
and crisp black-and-whites. 

Like all the famous Brownies, the 
Twin 20 has quick and easy settings. 

Has Kodalite fittings for flash. You 
can quickly extend your picture 
taking to night time, too! 

Ask your Kodak dealer to demon- 
strate the extra versatiliy of this 


CANADIAN KODAK CO., LIMITED 


Toronto 15, Ontario 


Brownie in time for the week-end. 
You'll see why $12.95 represents one 
of the best camera values Kodak has 
ever offered. 





A nother Versatile Kodak Value 
35mm Kodak Pony Il Camera 

Fine f/3.9 lens assures color-slide 
results you'll show with pride. Makes 
35mm photography inexpensive and 
easy. Takes black-and-white and 
color prints, too. A great buy at 
$29.95. 












Prices are suggested list 
and subject to change 
without notice 
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Introducing 
the loveliest lady 
of' them all 


dhgre, 


From the 
Court of Louis XIV 





Her début heralds a new era of elegance. 
For Angelique is an exquisite beauty from 
the elegant age of Louis XIV. Her gown, 
fashioned from the most precious sterling 
silver, cascades into gently flowing scrolls 
..creates an enchanting silhouette of 
charm and grace. 
Angelique ...a creation of warmth and 
beauty .. . the most rewarding possession of 
a lifetime. Choose Angelique. Let her lend 
an air of gracious hospitality to your table. 


Introductory special! Coffee Spoons 99¢ each 


-— see your favourite silverware dealer today. 


Frain by INTERNATIONAL 


STERLING .../oveliest, by design. 
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D-ZERTA 
PUDDING! 


Delicious...sugar-free... 
only 54 calories a serving 





D-Zerta Pudding—grand new dessert for 
calorie counters! Big in flavor, small in 
calories—just like its Jell-O good companion 
D-Zerta Gelatin. And it’s absolutely sugar 
free. It’s sweetened with saccharin and 
cyclamate sodium. 

When made with skim milk, D-Zerta 
Pudding contains only 54 calories a serving. 
(Even a serving of lemon sherbet 
gives vou 241! 

If you don’t see D-Zerta Pudding in the 
dietetic section of your food store, just ask. 





yeDT 
D ZERTA CHOCOLATE « BUTTERSCOTCH 
VANILLA » CARAMEL 


Get D-ZERTA 





A Product of General Foods, Limited « The makers of JELL-O Desserts 
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| PUDDING today 





Continued from previous page 





Powder room has louvered inter- 





ior shutter and door—a decorat- 
ing touch carried through kitchen 
and breakfast room. White-and- 
gold-striped wallpaper applied 
lengthwise continues the louvered 
effect. Quick-clean counters of 
creamy yellow Formica help to 
streamline Gay’s housekeeping. 
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Breakfast room décor was plan- 
ned to look fresh, warm and 
sparkling. White-painted wrought- 
iron furniture, white and black 
vinyl-tile flooring, draperies in 
turquoise, brown, orange and 
gold (not shown), with turquoise 
chair-seat covers accomplished 
the desired effect. END 





WE GAVE UP 
OUR CHILD 


Continued from page 36 


came. They had come early to be 
with us before driving us to the sta- 
tion, and they had brought gifts for 
Gretchen. Horst, my husband, opened 
a bottle of Scotch and set it on the 
kitchen table. They sat around it as I 
ironed. No one talked much. It re- 
minded me of a wake. 

No one could talk about our prob- 
lem or offer me an Opening to 
express my feelings. It is strange. Send- 
ing a child to an institution is a com- 
mon occurrence. Thousands of. sor- 
rowing parents across Canada have 
had to do it, yet few people can speak 
of it, except the parents themselves. 
and then only to each other. J felt 
this silence keenly that night, as never 
since. The relief of my family 


——_ 80 


kindly meant—that we were to be 
free of Gretchen at 


like a blow 


ast, struck me 


We had chosen. this solution to 
Gretchen’s problem for far different 


reasons. Our second child was roman- 
tically named Marthe Ingrid Marga- 
rette for her German grandmother, 
and called Gretchen because she was 
little, was retarded. Like all parents 
who have a child who is retarded— 
whether from an inborn condition, 
from brain injury or infection, or from 
severe emotional disturbance, as in 
Gretchen’s case—we loved our child 
as much as we would love a normal 
child. 

Her brief history had been one of 
struggle. When she was a year old we 
were told that she might be retarded. 
A symptom of her severe disturbance 
was a complete disregard of sound. 
An ear specialist informed us that she 
could be deaf. An eye specialist found 
her to be shortsighted to an extreme 
degree. We treated these two handi- 
caps. We took the John Tracy Course 
for deaf children, by mail, for ‘wo 
years. It was helpful. Sensory train- 
ing, such as color matching, picture 
recognition, is often useful to ‘he 
mentally handicapped child. The “cep 
interest in our child, shown by (he 
director of the Correspondence 
Course, Mrs. Harriet Montague, as 
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the real bonus to us, for we could 
enlist no other at the time. 

We took her to a child psychiatrist 
twice a year for observation. We kept 
in touch with educators in every field 
— deafness, blindness, brain injury — 
seeking clues to help us get through to 
her. I went to work and a highly skill- 
ed nanny, Mabel Saunders, cared for 
her during the days. Mrs. Saunders was 
able to get Gretchen to do many new 
things for her which encouraged us 
in our belief that there was still hope 
for our little girl. 

There were bad times, which 1] 
minimized in my _ self-deception. I 
remember one terrible night — and 
there were many — when Gretchen 
could not be consoled by a bottle or 
by rocking. She screamed as though 
in great fear. The shadow of the in- 
stitution loomed higher that night, as 
Horst and I held Gretchen in a tub of 
lukewarm water until she gradually 
quietened. Sleepless nights were the 
rule. Neighbors complained and our 
lease was dropped. We were fortunate 
in finding a larger, soundproof duplex 
in another section of the city. 

Time destroyed my “favorite” diag- 
nosis. Gretchen was not deaf. Now 
and then she would hear what inter- 
ested her. Once she actually spoke a 
sentence. But our joy in her sudden 
speech was short-lived. I took her to 
the psychiatrist and asked, “If she has 
not been deaf, what is wrong?” 

“I don’t believe she is brain-dam- 
aged,” he said, “but she is severely 
emotionally disturbed. I'm not sure 
I'm giving you any good news.” The 
significance of this remark did not 
dawn upon me for some time. 

“Will she snap out of it?” I asked. 


“They don't snap,” he replied dryly. 


She led an enchanted life 


He suggested that Gretchen go to 
a day treatment centre for preschool, 
disturbed children. This centre can 
take only twelve children and accepts 
only those who seem rescuable. Gret- 
chen was one of two children seeking 
the single remaining opening. She 
was studied by the staff of the centre 
—and turned down. The opening went 
to the more hopeful case. 

Gretchen was then four years old. 
She had spoken a few words during 
the past year. She spent hours alone 
in her room with the door locked, 
lest she wander off, and also to keep 
her busy fingers from destroying 
everything in the house. I had a no- 
tion that behind this door she led an 
enchanted life. Her fairy laughter and 


Strange single-note voice would drift 
through the door. We would peek in 
and see her performing tricks—stand- 
ing on her head, balancing a broom on 
the soles of her feet or somersaulting 
from the end of her bed. Either she 
objected to being disturbed, or she 
wanted to be rocked and held; her 
emotions were always extreme. 

The treatment centre referred us 
back to our own psychiatrist and I 
was invited to discuss Gretchen's 
future with him and their staff psy- 
chiatrist. I went with a list of ques- 
tions: Was Gretchen trainable? (1 
no longer thought of her as educable. ) 
Would she learn to speak? If money 
were no object, was there some pro- 
gram that would help her? Was there 
some institution that could help her 
in ways we could not? 

The first three questions were an- 
swered with a “no” — she was not 
trainable, would not speak, could not 
benefit from an expensive program. 

The Ontario Hospital School at 
Smiths Falls had a Special Treatment 
Ward for disturbed children we were 
told, and Gretchen might be better 
off if we sent her there. 

“What can they give her there that 
we cannot give her at home?” I asked. 
“Friends,” was the answer. 

I thought of Gretchen's locked 
room and promised that I would go 
at once to see the place. I did and, 
like every mother before me, I could 
scarcely believe that our dear child 
belonged with so many crippled, de- 
formed and deficient children. “Gret- 
chen is really a princess,” I said to Dr. 
H. F. Frank, the head doctor. He 
smiled with kindness. “They are all 
princesses,” he replied. 

We were put on a waiting list in 
midwinter. In June the letter came to 
say that a bed was ready. By law, 
Gretchen had to be certified by two 
doctors who had seen her within a 
month of admission. We took her back 
to the two psychiatrists who had help- 
ed us to make the decision and they 
signed her in. (Legislation is now 
under way in Ontario to abolish this 
procedure, which makes separation 
seem so final and stigmatizes hospital 
admission. ) 

Our other children — Nicholas and 
Flora, who had loved and protected 
Gretchen, but who resented her, too 
—were told that Gretchen was going 
to a special school because she could 
not go to school at home. This called 
forth many naive and telling ques- 
tions. “Don't the children get lonely 
for their mothers?” Yes, but the 


nurses are very good to them. “Won't 
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You bring an extra touch of elegance to your mealtimes when 
you dine on Deilcraft. 


Deilcraft Canadian craftsmen have a rare feeling for fine woods. They 
season them slowly. They choose them carefully for perfect marriage of 
colour and grain. And the finish on Deilcraft is gently polished to enhance 
the true richness of the wood. 


For over 40 years, Deilcraft have made beautiful tables. Now they bring 
the Deilcraft touch to every room in your home . . . from living room, 
to dining room, to bedroom. 


For all the care in its making, Deilcraft is surprisingly low in cost. Choose 
from contemporary or traditional styles that co-ordinate perfectly with 
the Deilcraft Cabinet of your Electrohome Hi-Fi or TV. Deilcraft is on 
display at the nicer stores everywhere. 


Prices, for a dinette chair as an example, start as low as $29.95. 


DEHILCRAFT 
VALUEH # ~~ - 


DEILCRAFT DIVISION, CANADA’S OWN ELECTROHOME, KITCHENER, ONT. 
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we have our sister any more?” She 
will come home on holidays. 

So the day I had sworn would never 
come, came. I had never fought so 
hard for anything as ¥ had for Gret- 
chen’s place in the world. Now I 
found that I had to fight myself, to 
let her go. I diseussed this with a 
psychiatric social worker, a young 
woman who had gone through painful 
rehabilitation after an accident which 
had left her a wheelchair victim for 
life. Her advice to me was, “Know 
thyself.” I could only imagine what 
these two words might have meant to 
her. I began to wonder if my reluc- 
tance to giving in to the inevitable 
was not the same kind of pride that 
prompts some paraplegics to refuse 
wheelchairs — because they believe 
that this may be an admission to them- 
selves that they will never walk. What 
could my pride do for Gretchen? 
Demonstrably, it was doing nothing 
for her except keeping her behind a 
locked door. 

Yet on the night that we took her 
away, wrapped in her rose blanket, 
we were ashamed. When our nanny, 
Mrs. Saunders, arrived to wake Gret- 
chen and dress her, Mrs. Saunders and 
I couldn't look at each other for the 
tears that were in our eyes. Mrs. Saun- 
ders carried Gretchen to the car and 
placed her on my lap. Then Horst 
and I drove away with our child like 


thieves in the night. 


No curious eyes now 


On the train, Gretchen and I shared 
a roomette —a soft bed made in a 
little air-conditioned box, like a cof- 
fin. She would not let me lie beside 
her, so I lay opposite, holding one 
of her warm, firm little feet in my 
palm. The great length of the Ontario 
shoreline passed in the window. I 
watched the Big Dipper until we 
swung north and it fell behind us. It 
was a long, long way. 

At dawn we arrived at Smiths Falls, 
dressed Gretchen in her best dress at 
the station and had _ breakfast in 
turns. Noticeably, the people in the 
station accepted Gretchen with her 
mannerisms and heedlessness, which 
always attracted curious eyes in pub- 
lic at home. 

A taxi took us to the hospital 
school, a huge structure housing two 
thousand children. After an interview 
in the office, a nurse from the admis- 
sion ward was called. The nurse, Horst, 
Gretchen and I penetrated the inter- 
ior of the enormous building, the 


atmosphere heavy with the smell of 


disinfectant. Down the half-mile cor- 
ridor, which connects the administra- 
tion offices with schoolrooms, audi- 
torium, gymnasium, dining rooms, 
kitchens, dairy, blocks of wards, 
clinics, sick bay, infant admission 
wards and special treatment ward, we 
went. Horst carried Gretchen and I 
carried the suitcase containing her 
things. The nurse offered to take one 
or the other. We refused. “Let us do 
this last thing for her,” I said, and 
added, “Could she keep her own 
blanket?” 

“Of course,” she said. “We like 
them to have something that will 
make them feel at home.” 

We were reassured by this evidence 
of kindness and understanding, but 
I went back after lunch to see how 
Gretchen was faring. In the ward, 
which contained twelve children’s 
beds and six baby cribs, Gretchen was 
trying out all the beds. She paid no 
attention to me, although babies, 
severely handicapped with hydroce- 
phaly, smiled up at me. 

Other little children swarmed 
around me, calling me “Mama.” Over 


their heads I watched Gretchen dis- 


appear into anotne! om 
the place. A heavy do ind 
me, shutting in the I 
cried all the way back to the front of 
the building, down the 

At home, through the ions mer, 
I would sometimes forget that Gret 
chen was gone. Especially when I 


was preparing supper I imagined that 
I heard her cry in her room. I would 
start with anxiety—then realize with 
relief and sadness that she was not 
there. Sometimes without warning, as 
it dawned on me again and again, 
that our long fight for Gretchen was 


finished, I would burst into tears. 


Gretchen has new friends 


I came to enjoy the sleep-filled 
nights again and the new relaxed per- 
son Horst became. Again we could 
invite friends over without fear of 
constant interruptions. The children 
need no longer explain about Gret- 
chen to their friends, or watch over 
her outdoors. 

Gretchen was transferred to the 
Special Treatment Ward after staff 


observation and when a bed became 
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can now prolong the usefulness of your second-last glasses 
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available. Almost at once she slept 
through the nights, and began to eat 
real foods, feeding herself at the table 
with other children. Older children 
in the ward made a pet of her (they 
called her “the baby”), Javishing 
attention on her and trying to draw 
her into their games. Probably it was 
only because they were retarded them- 
selves that they had such patience with 
her. On her fifth birthday, Gretchen 
was given a party with a two-foot-long 
cake and thirty guests to share it. 

Because every day children arrive 
needing special treatment, the staff 
must carefully screen those who do 
not seem to be making much prog- 
ress. With present medical knowledge, 
eight months of special treatment was 
able to do little to change Gretchen's 
problems — her short attention span, 
aimless activity, extreme withdrawal. 
She was moved to a larger ward for 
severely handicapped and bed cases. 

Like the other wards in the hospital 
school, it occupies a block contain- 
ing six “bays” of six or eight beds 
each, a ward schoolroom, a dining 
room for children who cannot go to 
the main dining room, a kitchen, and 
bathroom facilities. Because it is on 
the ground floor, Gretchen’s ward 
has a door opening into an enclosed 
play yard with a swing. A ramp leads 
down for wheelchairs. It is bright and 
sunny, but very institutional. Three or 
four nurse aids on each shift look 
after about forty-eight children. 

Recently an elderly woman asked 
me, “Do you sometimes wish that 
God had taken Gretchen?” Variations 
of this question always anger me a 
little. “No.” I said. “In her own way, 
Gretchen enjoys her life. A speck of 
dust in a sunbeam may interest her 
as much as a book interests you. She 
loves to splash in water, to eat, to 
swing from her heels, to hear music, 
to be held by a nurse, to be rocked. 
She laughs and smiles and shows 
affection. Why should I wish her life 
to be taken from her?” 

If I have unfulfilled wishes, it is 
that children such as Gretchen be 
given more opportunities for pleasure, 
even more love and much more medi- 
cal research needed to help them, 


than they are now getting. 


EDITOR'S NOTE: Canadian groups 
organized to help the disturbed 
child include: The Ontario Associa- 
tion for Emotionally Disturbed 
Children, 15 Duggan Avenue, To- 
ronto; The Society for Emotionally 
Disturbed Children, 834 Richmond 
Square, Montreal. END 











42 Ch 








Holiday plans 





Chatelaine * July 1960 


start here for 











MMER’S WONDERFUL in the 
Maritimes! In a 


S 
climate, you ll enjoy excellent 


ool: 


2) 
« 


swimming, boating, fishing, 


vou ll share In tne warmth Of 


Charlottetown’ Old H 
thrill to Highland 


— 


4 


scotia, visit th 


Nov 
Be y al EP | A vt 

CaVCrorook \1 

| 

Modern accomm 

ith reasol 
tenting entht 

7 1 

to the nearby 


excellent r 





WOVA scOTTA 


~ “ge 


FREE MARITIME VACATION PACKAGI 


Box 130, Dept. A, Halifax, Nova Scotia. ™-112 


Please send Maritime Vacation Package to: 


ME 
ADDRESS __ 


PROVINCE____ 


Seca onditioned 


Week, 


9 











IT’S COMING NEXT MONTH 


TEEN TEMPO 
LO ‘EXCITING PAGES 
just for the Under Twenties 


FASHIONS * HAIR STYLES 
FADS *« ADVICE * NEWS 


PLUS PLUS PLUS PLUS PLUS 
an exclusive interview with 


| SANDRA DEE 


) new story by the author of 
| CAPTAIN HORNBLOWER 


ee,” 





Ee 





| Be sure to reserve vour copy! 





“QUICKIES” FOR COOL COTTAGE COOKING 


Continued from page 33 


Fifteen-Minute Fruit Pie 


1 (4-0z) pkg cream cheese 1 qt fresh boysenberries, 
2 ths lemon juice blackberries or raspberries 
Vg cup sugar 34, to 1 cup sugar 

1 cups crushed graham 2 ths cornstarch 

wafers V4 tsp lemon rind 


Whip softened cream cheese and lemon juice together with a fork or beater 





until fluffy. Blend in sugar and graham wafers and press the mixture in a 
9-inch pie plate. Chill while preparing filling. Crush half the berries and com- 





bine with sugar, cornstarch and lemon rind. Cook until mixture thickens and 
clears. Place uncooked berries on bottom of pie shell, pouring the cooked 
berries over them. Refrigerate until serving time. If father has a sweet tooth, 
top his delicious glazed pie with whipped cream. Serve it with the baked 
bacon menu. 
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Stuffed Chicken Breasts 


4 small chicken breasts Vo tsp thyme 
Y, cup dry bread crumbs Salt and pepper 
1 tsp instant onion 1 ths soft butter 


Vq tsp marjoram 

Slip out the bones from the chicken breasts (the small size without wing or 
thigh attached) or ask your butcher to bone them for you. Rub the meat and 
skins lightly with salt. Season the bread crumbs with instant onion, marjoram, 
thyme (or your own choice of herbs) and salt and pepper, and blend in the 
butter. Moisten with a litthe water. Spread stuffing on one half of each chicken 
breast then fold other half over, securing with toothpicks. Brown in 4% cup 
butter in your frying pan at a high temperature, cover and turn heat down and 





cook about 20 minutes or until tender. An easy but different way to serve an 
inexpensive dish. These litthe chicken roasts are crispy on the outside yet moist 
J 

] and savory on the inside. Serves 4. 
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Cottage Casserole 


1 Ib Brussels sprouts 1 can chicken and rice soup 

Yq Ib liver Salt and pepper 

Yq Ib ground beef Dash Worcestershire sauce 

1 onion, chopped VY. cup crumbled vegetable 

1 can mushrooms crackers 

Vo cup quick-cooking rice 2 ths soft butter 

Wash and trim sprouts and cook, covered, in salted boiling water 10 minutes. 
Drain and place in a buttered casserole Meanwhile, sauté the liver in 2 table- 


spoons cooking fat. remove from pan and cut in bite-size pieces. Brown the 
beef and onion. then combine with the liver, mushrooms, rice, soup and season- 
ines. Pour the mixture over the sprouts and top with cracker crumbs blended 
with the butter. Bake at 375 F for 20 minutes until heated through. This is a 
tasty way to serve your family the liver they need even in summer. Serves 6. 
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Corned Beef Brisket 
3 Ib brisket of corned beef Bay leaf 
Celery tops V2 tsp dill seed 
Few peppercorns 
Put the meat in enough water to cover. When it reaches a rolling boil, pour off 
the water and add fresh water. When it boils again, add remaining ingredients, 
lower heat and simmer with the lid on, until the meat is tender (about | hour 
for each pound). Though this has a long cooking time, it’s on low heat so it 
won't heat up the kitchen and you can put it on to cook then leave it. Depend- 
ing on the size of your family, you can have one hot meal, one cold meal then 
use the remainder in the Crusty Corned Beef Pie (recipe below). 
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Crusty Corned Beef Pie 


1 medium onion, chopped 1 (8-0z) can Mexican-style 
3/, cup cucumber, diced kernel corn 

(skin left on) Worcestershire sauce 

1 large cooked potato, cut-up Salt and pepper 

1, cups corned beef, flaked 1 chicken bouillon cube 

1 large tomato, peeled, diced VY. cup water 

2 ths chopped parsley Sliced cooked potatoes 


In your oven casserole. sauté onion and cucumber in hot fat until transparent. 
Stir in the potato, corned beef, tomato, parsley and corn. Add a dash of 
Worcestershire sauce and season to taste. Crumble the bouillon cube over the 
ingredients, add water and mix well. Cover the pie mixture with sliced potatoes 
(a good place to use up leftover potatoes) or use prepared instant mashed po- 
tatoes, then brush with butter. Bake at 450 F for 15 minutes, turning on the 
broiler for the last 5 minutes. Serves 6. 
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Chili For Children 


V2 Ib ground beef 1 (15-0z) can red kidney 


Vq Ib sausage meat beans 

1 tsp instant onion 1 can tomato sauce 

: tsp salt V2 tsp chili powder 

/. tsp pepper 2 hard-cooked eggs 


Mix the ground beef, sausage meat. onion. salt and pepper together and stir- 
fry in hot fat until browned. Add the kidney beans, tomato sauce and chili 
powder, then lightly stir in quartered hard-cooked eggs (the children like them). 
Heat until bubbly — about 10 minutes. If you prefer your chili hotter, add 
more chili powder and a dash of Tabasco. Serves 4. 
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Salmon Pin Wheels 


Freshly ground black pepper 
Tabasco sauce 

2 tsp lemon juice or wine 
vinegar 

Saiad dressing 

V_ cup celery, thinly sliced 


2 cups biscuit mix 

V2 cup milk 

1 (1-Ib) can pink salmon 
1'/ tsp instant green onion 
Vq tsp salt 


Combine “uit t wilh 4 
ombine biscuit mix and milk to form a soft dough. Knead it gently then pat 


the salmon and mash bones, then combine 
fabasco and lemon juice and moisten with salad 
dressing. Spread the mixt 


: ‘ure on the biscuit dough, cover with sliced celery, then 
roll up like a jelly roll. Slice , 


pan. Bake at 450 F for 20 
soup, undiluted, as 


out to 4 9x12-inch rectangle. | lake 


with green onion. salt Pepper 


in l-inch slices and set in a greased round cake 


minutes. Serve with tomato or your favorite cream 
a sauce. Serves 6. 
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| EVERYONES HAVING FUN WITH 


‘CLOVER LEAF TUNA 
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Sandwich? Chopped olives and For a Tropical Tuna Salad toss 


For an easy summer salad toss 
lettuce in french dressing. Add 
tomatoes, cucumbers, radishes, 
onion and Clover Leaf Tuna. Gar- 


wainuts make a toothsome trio 
with Clover Leaf Tuna. Moisten 
generously with mayonnaise. 
Spread thickly on white or brown 
bread. Delicious when toasted. 


Add alittle milk to cream of chicken 
soup, crushed, drained pineapple 
and Clover Leaf Tuna to make a 
delicious Hawaiian treat. Heat 
and serve over fluffy, hot rice. 


salad greens in french dressing. 
Add drained pineapple tid-bits, 
banana chunks, tangerine sections 
and peanuts. Toss fruits with 
greens. Garnish with sour cream. 


nish with a dollop of mayonnaise. 


* 
HERE’S WHY CLOVER LEAF 
TASTES SO MUCH BETTER. 


IT OFFERS YOU ONLY THE 











Tuna mixes beautifully with canned 
mushroom soup. Add onion and 
green pepper to make a delicious 
tuna a la king. Serve on toast. Or 
heap on hamburger buns and grill. 


For a mouth-watering Clubhouse, 
mix Clover Leaf Tuna with may- 
onnaise. Use crisp bacon. Salt 
and pepper the tomato slices. 
Add a tender, green lettuce leaf. 


CHOICE 


DELICATE WHITE MEAT OF 
ALBACORE TUNA. 
















ONLY 

27 CALORIES 
TO EACH 
SWEET SERVING! 
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From Aylmer... 
tasty new fruit 
drinks for dieters 


Specially for weight-watchers, Aylmer 
now blends four new fruit drinks with- 
out added sugar—sweet to taste but 
low in calories! 

Good example: Aylmer Orange- 
Apricot Drink. It contains only 27 
calories to a 4-0z. serving, saves 30 
calories over the regular, sugar- 
sweetened drink. And you save up 
to 34 calories per glass with other new 
Aylmer drinks—Pineapple-Pear, 
Pineapple-Orange, Pineapple- 
Grapefruit. 

Try one, enjoy them all. Aylmer 
Special Diet Fruit Drinks—now at 
your grocer’s diet-food section. 
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ALSO ENJOY... Aylmer Special 
Diet Fruits, Vegetables and 
Soups. Delicious! 


SUNSHINE-FRESH...THAT 


AYLMER 


FLAVOUR 
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What vou should know about 


“Summer ironing unfair to housewives!” If women were 
to go on strike this could be their slogan. Why is it the 
heaviest ironing season also has to be the hottest? We 
can't (and don’t want to) change the weather, but we 
can make ironing cooler—by using a steam-dry iron. 

The flash type is most convenient for it requires only 
the press of a button to change it immediately from 
steam to a dry iron (the button shuts off the water sup- 
ply). Water is dripped through a small opening onto a 
hot interior surface, and converted to steam. It’s perfect 
for touch-up ironing. Use only distilled water. Ordinary 
tap water (or mechanically softened water) will cause 
clogging mineral deposits and call for servicing. 

The boiler type raises all the water to boiling and 
produces a steady flow of steam until the water is ex- 
hausted. Because steam is available at any temperature, 
this iron is better for women who do sewing and a 
lot of heavy pressing, or for people who like to stock- 
pile their ironing. There is less chance of mineral-scale 
clogging, but the iron has to be emptied before it can be 
used as a dry iron. 

Points to check: Is the weight and balance good for both 
dry and steam ironing? Is the handle easy to grip, far 
enough away from the base to prevent singed fingers? 
Is the cord long enough and is it correctly placed if 
you're left-handed? (Some manufacturers provide re- 
versible cords or will make to order.) Is the soleplate 
shaped or grooved to iron around buttons? Is the 
thermostat dial easy to reach and read? How about the 
“on-off” button? Can the iron be filled readily? If. it 
rests on its own heel, will it do so without toppling over? 


What steam irons will do: Touch-up and complete iron 
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aim irons 


Check the weight, type of sole and easiness in handling. 


ing of easy-care garments. treated cottons, synthetics, 
sheers, silks; pressing of woolens and wool blends, knits. 
We consider them essential to home seamstresses. 

What steam irons will not do: They will not steam-press 
heavy linens and cottons, particularly if starched. Items 
which required dampening and ironing before will still 
need this care so don’t be mislead by a spiel that a 
Steam iron will “do anything.” It won't — as a steam 
iron, but it only needs a flick of the button or emptying 
of a tank to act as an excellent dry iron. 

Care and feeding: Follow the manufacturer's instructions. 
Use demineralized or distilled water — or count on regu- 
lar cleaning with a chemical cleaner (to avoid costly 
plant servicing). Empty iron right after use. Avoid 


scratching soleplate on buttons, hooks, or in storage 
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Instant Vi-Tone 

Jim Dandy Liquid Household 
Cleaner 

Kirsch of Canada 
Drapery, Hardware 
Venetian and Vertical Blinds 


KnitKing Home Knitting 


Corticelli Hosiery and Sweaters 

Culligan Automatic Water 
Softener 

Dahlberg Miracle-Ear, 
Optic-Ear & Magic-Ear Il 

Dominion Domolite 

Dominion Inlaid Linoleums 


Dominion Vinyl Tile Machine 
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Dow Corning Suede Saver Kool-Aid 


and Shoe Saver 
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Flash Zippers 
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Waxed Papers 
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LOOK BACK FOR 
TOMORROW 


Continued from page 31 


the sound of the foghorns. Foghorns? 
So far inland? 

And the man who slept at the far 
edge of the bed, his back turned to 
her? No, she thought, he is as strange 
as the curtains. As foghorns far from 
the sea. 

She lay rigid, looking at him, but 
pretending not to look, for fear he 


might fee! it and wake. She could see 





very littke—dark copper-red hair, one 
shoulder jutting up in a blue pyjama 
jacket. Suddenly he stirred, but he did 
not roll over. 

And the voice from her dream said 
mockingly, “What's your name? Mary 
Jane?” She did not know. 


I MUST BE ILL, she thought, and 
was surprised at how logically her 
brain seemed to be working. Either 
I've been struck on the head and 
brought here where I[ don't belong, 
or I do belong here, and something 
very odd has happened to my mem- 
ory of it. Well, she thought, it will be 
simple to find out which, and gently 
eased herself out of the bed. 

There were embroidered Chinese 
slippers on the rug, and she stepped 
into them. They fitted, but there was 
no sense of familiarity. She stood, 
shivering, in a pale-blue nightgown, 
and looked about. The closet door 
was not quite shut. Good. She opened 
it without noise, slipped a yellow 
house dress off the hanger. Underweat 
was more difficult. Did she dare to 
open a drawer? And which was the 
right one? Probably the middle. She 
eased it open gently, holding her 
breath, found underclothes, but no 
stockings but that wouldn't matter. 

In the bathroom she dressed quick- 
ly. The tub was peach-colored, the 
walls pale blue; the tiles sparkled, 
the matching towels hung straight and 
clean. If I live here, she said to her- 
self, [ am a good housekeeper. Even 
though Mother says I never will be. 

Never will? Queer. She paused, 
staring at her reflection. I thought that 
as if she said it yesterday. About the 
way I keep my room. But the face in 
the mirror says I'm thirty-odd. And at 
that age I couldn't still be living at 
home. Not with her . . . Stepmother 
to end all stepmothers. 

She tossed her head angrily. Think- 
ing about her always gets me 

Continued on page 48 
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new GRAPE 


All the juicy flavour of plump Concord grapes 





put up in a jar full of old-fashioned goodness. 
Shirriff found a new way to make its grape 
jelly even better (and make the kids ask for 
more). All Shirriff jellies and marmalades are 


like that. Just see. 
- Irrirr. 


Canada’s favourite pure fruit spreads 





STRAWBERRY + REO CURRANT + BLACK CURRANT: APPLE 
CRAB APPLE + SNOW APPLE + MINT + CRANBERRY SAUCE 
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Continued from page 47 
Resentment took her quickly out of 
the bathroom, to the head of the 
stairs. I must belong here. But at the 
top of the stairs she stopped. On the 
; wall there was a picture of two chil- 
dren——a photograph. She stared, heart 
pounding. A small boy with a gap- 


toothed grin, a dark-haired girl just 


adie 


into her teens, smiling for the camera, 


deo edo, 


but the eyes were serious and wistful. 
Mine? But no one could claim they 
:. look a bit like me. The faces smiled 
at her. And if they were mine, could 
Me 1 ever forget them? 
Si Suddenly she was rushing silently 
down the carpeted stairs, panic for 
f the first time crowding her chest. I 
must belong! But in the entrance hall, 
looking into the living room, she hesi- 


tated. Is this me? A beautiful room 





& but not familiar—not what I expect 
from me. What was the difference? 


More formal, yes, more fussy? Is this 





the lived-in room I planned, night 
te after night, lying in bed? No, this is 
“| not a room where children are at ease; 
marks would show too quickly on 
those yellow damask chairs, sacrilege 
for a dog to put paws on that delicate 
mushroom rug. And the fireplace— 
does no one ever light a fire in it? 
And yet and yet there was a 
large framed portrait, leaning in its 
easel on the highly polished piano. 
She ran toward it. Four people. Smil- 
ing, grouped close. The two children, 
a man who must be the red-haired 
man, and herself. So obviously a fa- 
mily. Holding it, she felt herself trem- 


bling. I do belong! 


SUDDENLY, somewhere, an alarm 
clock shrilled. No more time. Now I 
must meet them. And I don’t want to 
tell them. Why? I don't know. But I 
can't. Bluff, then. Can you do it? She 


rushed for the kitchen 





Afterward, she wondered how she 
got away with it. Trembling, making 


the coffee, setting the table, throwing 








up her hands in mock confusion when 
the small boy came in, and then the 
girl, finding her not ready. Trying a 
laugh, “I'm late, dears, you'll have to 
help me 

Flash of a look, then, from. the 
brown-eyed girl, “You late? I thought 
you were never late.” Mixture of 
tones in her voice (part pleased). Sort 
that out later. She helped well 

But mistakes, sull. The girl, Karen, 
turning away from her egg, too soft. 
“Mother! You know I take a five- 


minute egg!” 





Yet, how easily, how quickly, they 


got themselves off! Then the moment 
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she dreaded loomed ahead. He was 
coming down the stairs. She heard his 
voice, “Susan! Where's my briefcase? 
No, it’s all right, I've got it.” 

I am Susan. Of course, Susan what? 
Susan Hale. But that was childhood’s 
name. What is my name now? No time 
—he was coming into the dining room. 
She saw again the copper-red hair, 
now also the blue eyes, piercing blue, 
the light sun-bleached eyebrows, 
strong body in the light-grey suit. Is 


this recognition I feel, this warmth in 


GHOSCOGOOOOOOSM 


THOUGHTS WHILE 
LOADING AN 
AUTOMATIC DRYER 


The sheets that did so gay a 
danc e, 

The shirts that used to bound 

So jauntily in April's glad 

Green theatre-in-the-round, 

The clownish long john acrobats 

Cavorting in mid-air, 

The cancan frills that, kicking 
high, 

Made all the robins stare, 

Now, in a multicolored mass, 

Incongruously packed, 

Whirl by, with only me_ to 
watch 


Their brief Houdini act. 


BY R. H. GRENVILLE 
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my chest, or response simply to the 
fact he fits my picture of the man, 
teen-aged, | dreamed I might marry? 

He said, “I'm late. You didn't call 
me. Just give me a cup of coffee.” 

“All right,” she said. “I had a queer 
dream. I don't think ['m awake yet.” 

“Oh?” He looked at her sharply. 
“You starting one of your headaches?” 

“No, not exactly.” 

“Well, what was the dream about?” 

“PH tell you tonight.” 

He set down the cup. “You'll have 
forgotten. I must go 

A brusque kiss. “Oh, and Susan...” 

“nent 

“You remember? I'm having dinnet 
with Katherine tonight.” 


“Of course.” 


HE WAS GONE. She stood still in 
the hall. Katherine. What should that 
mean to her? A rival? His sister? 


Business? 


No interior twinge inform- 
ed her. Wait, then... She turned back 


to the kitchen. 


But the kitchen, th ould have 
lt ' no here 
been comforting, felt strange There 


were so many cold st enamel, 


and metal; light glinting nfriendly, 


on the taps and the kettle and the 
coffeepot They do not Know me At 
the sink there was only one tap, push 
here, push there, up, down, for hot 
and cold. But she didn’t know which 
way to turn it. My hands should re- 
member, even if my brain has block- 
ed it out. But they did not. They ex- 
pected the old brass faucets of her 
father’s house. 

Yet the cleaning must be done. 
Suppose I was daily help. How would 
I do it? 

But she was not daily help. She 
must be responsible for all this—for 
the furniture, the choice of ornaments, 
the happiness or unhappiness of the 
people in it. She stood still, the dish- 
cloth dripping in her hand. How happy 
were they? Not happy enough. What 
clues had told her that? No. Don't 
go into that yet. Practical things first. 

By an effort of will she made her 
self complete a superficial cleanup, 
trying not to stop too often in the mid 
dle of the room, wondering . . . won- 
dering. Even when she came across a 
purse that must be her own, she would 
not open it till the work was done. 

She finished the last bed, held the 
alligator bag in her hands. Now. Now 
to find out her married name. Driver's 
license. Here it was. But another 
thought struck her. When people had 
attacks like this, didn’t they usually 
wander away? Wasn't that the bad 
part? Maybe she still might, no mat- 
ter how sensible she felt. No question, 
she had better see the doctor 

There was a doctor’s name by the 
phone, she was able to make an im 
mediate appointment. She called a 
taxi, and wrote the address on a piece 
of paper, holding it in her hand when 
she went out to the car. Tnat way, 
I'm pretty sure to get there 

In the doctor’s office she felt 
should have been nervous, but she 
wasnt. She told him, clearly, exactly 


what had happened all morning. in 


cluding her desire not to tell her hus- 
band. When she had finished he lean 
ed back. “Has there been any epilepsy 


in your family?” 


“Not that I know of. 


“Are you aware of anvth 


ing thats 
worrying you? 

“No.” 

“I wish I knew more about you 


But I don’t. I didn’t deliver your 


h 
Chil 


dren. You first came to me only six 


months ago when your for; 


Mer doc- 


tor died. You were troubled with se- 
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vere migraine. I asked you then if 
anything was worrying you, but you 
were evasive. I felt you were a per- 
fectionist, making too great demands 
on yourself; that was the main cause 
of your headaches. But I felt there 
was something serious bothering you.” 

“[s that why I have amnesia? To 
escape from what's worrying me?” 

“Quite probably. It’s working, isn’t 
it? It’s not like any amnesi« I’ve heard 
of. Fortunately you seem quite alert 

Still, don’t you think you should 
tell your husband?” 

“No.” She twisted her handkerchief, 
then forced her hands to lie still. “I 
don't want to. I don’t know why. 
There must be a reason. I just don't 
know it. But if I can manage, I'm 
sure it will be better.” 

“Well, its rather a responsibility. 
I'll arrange for you to see a psychi- 
atrist. We can let him decide.” 

His smile was warm, his hand clasp- 
ing hers firm and reassuring. “I’m 
sure you can manage. And I don't 
think this will last very long.” 

She took a cab back, to the address 
on the driver's license. She let herself 
in with the key in the bag, feeling 
like an intruder. I like this house and 
I don't like it. She glanced into Jamie’s 
room. Are litthke boys ever as tidy as 
that? I used to keep white mice when 
I was his age. That’s one thing wrong 
with this house. Not a cat or dog, not 
even a bird. 

At the door of Karen’s room she 
hesitated. As if it were yesterday she 
could remember her own fierce need 
for privacy at that age, the bitter 
warfare with her new stepmother 
about what was right for her to wear, 
do, say, think. She had been frantic- 
ally untidy for a while, in protest, tll 
her father spoke to her about it, but 
Karen's room was prettily arranged. 
No sign of disturbance here. Blue 
bedspread with a white dust ruffle, 
white glass curtains, a record player 
on the table, with two albums by it, 
strange bedfellows, overl!apping—the 
Eroica, and an album of rock and 
rol!. And a book, put down too quick- 
ly, opened face down. 

She picked it up to straighten the 
pages, and a piece of paper fluttered 
out, face up. Four lines of writing, 
looking like verse. She read them, 
carelessly, thinking about Karen, and 
then felt a stab, as if thorns had been 
thrust under her nails. The lines read: 

Homes are little hells 

Where folks do time, 

[rying to live 

By killing each other. 


Continued on page 50 
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Continued from page 48 
For a moment her heart seemed to 
stop. Then I am as bad as that. 
seemed too 


Suddenly the search 


much. I am looking for myself, but 
what shall I do if I don’t like what I 
find? 

Minutes went by. She found she 
was sitting, trembling, in the rose 
slipper 


strength came back, and with it, ra- 


chintz chair. But gradually 
tionalizing. Why did I let that upset 
me? It’s only a verse, nothing to do 
with me. No, that won't do. Yesterday 
I could have said that, but this is my 
facing-up day. I have pushed some 
things out of my mind, so I can face 
up to others. I have to listen. 

Oh, it’s extravagant, appealing to 
the teen-ager, but it means something. 
Somehow I am forcing my ways too 
much on her, ways wrong for her. 

Depression ached like a cold stone 
in her chest. But she stood up. Keep 
on, keep on finding out. She went 
along the hall. Here was a door she 
hadn't opened. Stairs. Look in the 
attic, then. Cluttered clues to the past. 

She climbed the stairs, came up 
into a space of boxes and old toys, 
huddled under the eaves. There was 
a littke trunk with a curved lid like 
a pirate’s chest, and she went down 
knees by it, 


on her fumbling with 


the clasps. But they would not yield 
it was locked. It would be, she 
thought. Anything useful to her would 
be in the locked trunk. Bluebeard’s 
wives. Sister Ann, Sister Ann, is there 
anybody coming? 

filled 


her again; she couldn't get up. There 


The unreasonable tiredness 
were books in a box near her and she 
turned them over; this was a_high- 
school prize, The Poems of Edna St. 
Vincent Millay; this one her father 
had given her on her birthday—The 
Littke Locksmith. She looked at her 
name written in her father’s hand on 
the flyleaf, Susan Hale 

She remembered the book so well 

the brave true story of the invalid 
with the injured back. Queer, I can 
remember just how he looked when 
ie gave it to me, and I can't remem 
ber what I said to my daughter yes 
terday. There was even a marker still 
in it—a white goose feather. The book 
fell open easily there, and she remem 
bered why. There was a passage she 
had liked 


For in too many houses the life 
of the mind, when it is just begin 
ning to discover its individual ex 
istence in the young members of a 
family, often has to accommodate 


itself to the unnecessary, senseless 


tyranny of the domestic machin- 
ery, as if it only were the all- 
important thing. And in such a 
household any young person who 
instinctively tries to shelter his 
mind’s life with a little private mar- 
gin of stillness and solitude and 
timelessness is likely to awake a 
curious resentment and even hatred 
in more practical members of the 
household, as though they were 
jealous of the prestige and latitude 
sometimes accorded to those who 
indulge in meditation 
She rocked back on her heels. Could 
that be what I do? Coming so soon 
after the hateful little verse, it seem- 
ed strangely to the point. Do I fuss 
at her? How ironic, how stupid, if I 
do, remembering how I felt, so well. 
Repeating the pattern. And yet people 


do. I’ve heard. 


SUDDENLY SHE WAS conscious of 
steps down below, a voice, “Mother?” 
“Come on up.” 

Karen’s feet were noisy om the 
stairs. “We got out early . . . What 
on earth are you doing?” 

“Oh, browsing.” 

“You have a spider web in your 
hair! You look different.” 

“How, different?” 

“I don't know—just different.” 

“I found some of my old books. 
My favorites. Maybe you'd like them 
now.” 

The rest of the day passed easily 
enough. Jamie played at a friend's 
house after school, ate rapidly, watch 
ed television and went to bed. Karen 
disappeared into her room, shut the 
door and listened to rock and roll, 
turned reasonably low. 

Susan went up to the bedroom. 
I've got through the day home-free. 
Would it be cowardly if I go to bed 
early, pretend to be asleep when /re 
comes? No, not cowardly this once. 
Wise. Exhausted, she really did fall 
asleep before he came 

The next few days she walked a 
tightrope. If I fall—oh, there's a net 

I'll be taken care of. But something 
in her revolted against needing it 
Ill fight this out myself. Nevertheless, 
she took precautions. She made labels 
as if she were sending herself to camp 
and sewed them in all her clothes. 
Just in case I take it into my fool 
head to wander away. Uncomfortably, 
she remembered reading about a wom- 
an amnesia victim, who, when found, 
had cut labels, cleaners’ marks, out of 
her clothes. But that’s different, she 
wanted to get lost, I don't. 


The children need me, even if he 


n 


doesn’t. It was queer, in spite of the 
first feeling of warmth, she still 
thought of him as /ie. She found it 
hard to say his name. Sam. when she 
found out that that was what It was 
Perhaps because of his manne! 

that polite. but cool, impersonal man 
ner. There was a little stab of hurt in 
her chest whenever she looked at him, 
came up 


expecting warmth, and 


against that cool impervious front 
Why? Were 


Sometimes she felt 


aren't. we? 


married, 
resentful. How 
can he pretend to know me if he 
doesn’t realize something’s wrong? 
The rest of the time she was grate 


ful that he was as abstracted as h 


e 
was, wrapped up in an all-important 
case. Perhaps that’s why I’m getting 
away with it, he’s so busy. Of course 


I am crafty, looking through cook- 
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books for pages with fingermarks. | 


bluff, more than any pecker player 


I do not ask about his dinner with 
Katherine for fear I say the wrong 
thing. Yet that silence might be the 
most suspicious thing of all 

Queer seeing him, I thought 


this is the man I dreamed of marr 


ing Where is the closeness | dream 
, : 1a 4 bag 

ed we would have? Queer. too. not 

to Know what | may have done. have 

said, to bring us to this. What hor 


ble things? 


And yet the days were good. fi 


little ' , > 
of little surprises. I am discovering 
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the children, she thought, and it is as 
if they are discovering me, too. And 


the discoveries were pleasant ones. 


THERE WAS the time she brought 
home the kitten. 

She had been across the street, hav- 
ing coffee at Olga’s. At first she had 
been afraid to go. Olga, it seemed, 
had gone to school with Sam. It would 
be so easy to give herself away. But 
it was easier still, it turned out, to let 
Olga do the talking. Talking that 
helped fill in some of the gaps. The 
visit was fun. Then on the doorstep, 
as she left, she saw a tiny orange 
kitten, shivering and wet. Impulsive- 
ly, she scooped it up. “Yours?” 

“No, it must be a stray. It was try- 
ing to get in last night, too.” 

“Oh, the poor thing! It’s so thin.” 

“Yes. I suppose I should phone the 
orca. 

“Don't. I'll take it home.” 

“But Susan! You always said they're 
too messy!” 

I said that? 

In her own kitchen she was pouring 
warm milk in a saucer when Jamie 
burst in. “Oh, Mother! Whose is it?” 

“Yours, if you like.” 

“Oh, Mother!” Such a little thing, 
to create such incredulous joy. He 
squatted, watching adoringly while the 
little tongue lapped, lapped. 

She said, remembering, “I had one 
just like him once. I called him Or- 
lando, after the book, Orlando the 
Marmalade Cat. But you can _ pick 
whatever name you like.” 

“IT shall call him Orlando too.” 

Sam was standing in the doorway. 
He bent down and upended the kit- 
ten. “This Orlando is a girl.” 

Now Jamie was truly transported. 
“Itll have its kittens in my_ bed! 
Peter’s cat had kittens in /is bed!” 

Sam's eyes met hers, smiling over 
Jamie’s head. How piercingly blue his 
eyes are! Her heart lurched. This is 
the first time he has given me a look 
like that, an 


unguarded, — sharing, 


married look. She moved to his side, 
her hand touching his. Maybe what- 
ever | have done, I can undo... 

But the next day his guard was up 
igain. It must be things I have said, 
she thought, cruel things. And yet if 
1 don't say them any more, something 
must change. 

Slowly, slowly, something did. Was 
it his manner, coming home for sup- 
per, easing, no longer expecting re- 
criminations? Or is it me? At first she 
had been frightened at the thought of 


iving in a house with a man she 
Continued on page 52 
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Continued from page 50 
couldn't remember. But now I am get- 
ting to know him, strange still, but 
not frightening. 

Now she did not want to go to 
sleep before he came home. Often he 
went back to work after supper, but 
if she stayed up, with coffee and a 
sandwich ready, he would tell her 
about it. Sometimes she was even able 
to ask useful questions. Once he said, 
“This is like the old days, when we 
lived on Maple Street.” Lying in bed, 
later, she wondered, what was the 
difference in the “old days”’—was it 
only in me? But it didn’t matter. He 
meant, really, that things were good 
now. And they were. 

So good, my life. She had said to 
herself, that first day, I almost like 
this house, only such little things are 
needed to make it right. But changing 
them, something subtle and magical 
happened, the worry and stiffness went 
out of the house; warmth glowed 
through it like the firelight flickering 
on the old copper jug she found in the 


attic and put on the mantel. 


SHE WAS arranging pine boughs in 
it one day. Quiet joy hummed through 
her. She was remembering Jamie's 
sticky kiss, sudden in the middle of 
breakfast; Karen, the night before, 
shyly bringing her school essay for 
her to read. And Karen’s remark 
when Susan checked her for teasing 
Jamie. “Know what? I dont mind 
when you bawl me out now. You say 
it as if it’s the first time I've ever 
done whatever it is. It makes me 
listen .. 

She had asked lightly, “How do 
you mean? What did I do before? 

“Oh, you know. You used to sound 
as if everything I'd ever done wrong 
was all piled up in your mind. So then 
if I forgot just one little tiny thing, 
you blew. Everything was always the 
last straw.” 

And I suppose I did that with Sam, 
too, she thought. Poor Sam-—piling 
up resentment of whatever it was. | 
swear it, when I do remember, I'l! 
learn to forget. 

Suddenly the happiness bubbled up 
again. How I love them, Sam, Karen. 
Jamie, home. She was singing under 
her breath, “Who could ask for any 
thing more?” then stopped, hearing 
the words. I mean it 

And yet, and yet something in my 
life was bad enough that I had to 
shut the door on it. Can I face it yet? 
Yes 

Suddenly she was running up the 


stairs to the attic, pulling the little 


trunk out from the wall. On impulse 
she felt around at the back. Her fin- 
gers closed on the key. All the time it 
had been hanging there, on a little 
hook 

Che trunk opened easily. Too easily. 
Her hands fumbled through papers, 
books. old dance programs, stopped 
at a photograph. I dont want to look 
But she did look. A woman, dark- 
haired, intense-eyed. holding a baby 
in a long lace robe. A little girl, lean- 
ing against her. And a man—Sam. 
She said, as she had, looking at the 
picture in the living room, “Obviously 
a family,” and turned it over. She 
read. in an unfamiliar hand, “Jamie, 
Karen, Katherine and Sam, Jamie 
wearing my mother’s — christening 
robe.” For a minute the world stood 
still. So they are hers, not mine. Does 
it matter? No. I love them as if they 
were mine. And they love me. 

Yet pain grew, quietly, inside her 
There would be another picture. She 
shuffled through the papers and found 
it. A mewspaper picture, not too 
clear any more, and she was glad of 
that. A wedding picture. A voice in- 
side her said, “This is a picture of 
Sam and his wife. His first wife. I 
can never be first.” The picture waver- 
ed before her eyes. She was back, 
back, on that hateful day when her 
father married her stepmother. He 
wore blue serge to the wedding. he 
had brought her a new blue dress, but 
she was sick at her stomach before 
they left the house, she had ruined it, 
how angry he had been! But he was 
smiling in the picture 

The picture came into focus again; 
it was not her father smiling, it was 


Sam 


THE NEXT DAY she knew she had 
to find out more about Katherine 
But not from Sam. So go to Olga’s. 
You can find a way to ask. She likes 
to talk so much she doesn’t pay much 
attention to what she’s saying 

rhey drank coffee in the den. There 
was a stone jug on the mantel with 
fire thorn in it; she looked at the red 
berries, the sharp thorns, remember- 
ing how they grew up tk 


ip the wall of her 


father’s house: she had been cutting 


some the day he first brought her 


future stepmother to visit. Queer. | 
remember that so I can almost feel the 
pricks on my fingers—and I can't 


remember Katherine 

She looked at Olga and took the 
plunge. “Look, I can't be objective 
Suppose someone asked you to give a 
capsule report on Katherine 


would you do it? 


how 
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“Since when am I objective? Yo 
know I don’t like her.” 

“Why not?” 

“Why not? I'm your friend. Ai 
how. I don't like the way she kee; 
pushing in on your. life, still tah 
money from Sam. | think she has 
awful lot of nerve, coming back he 
to live.” 

“No, please. I'm trying to get pe: 
spective. Start at the beginning. A 
if I'd never heard of her before. As 
if she were just a name.” 

“Well, all right. Beautiful. Talented 
Harum-scarum. The morals of a mink 
No. maybe I shouldn't say that. | 
don't know. Except that she left Sam 
for that man, and how anyone could, 
only of course it was a good thing 
because then he married you. Well, 
anyway, our beautiful heroine gives 
up home and children, all for love 
and whammo, next thing we know 
she’s our Lady of the Camellias, dying 
of TB. And the lover faded out foi 
parts unknown, it’s Sam who pays the 
bills. But you can’t kill her type. 

“In Act II she’s hollow-eyed, all 
cheekbones. but healthy as a_ horse, 
really, and all the more interesting 
looking. She’s making trips to town 
here, trying to see Sam, trying to get 
her hooks back into the children— 
though how she has the nerve 
honestly, how you don’t kill her. And 
of course Sam, well that’s Sam—so 
blasted patient!” 

Ah, there’s the rub, she thought 
Somewhere, far away, pain pounded, 
like waves on a rocky shore. Would 
he be so patient if...1 can never be 
first. She must be so many things | 
can never be. She left him, he didn't 
leave her. 

She forced a laugh. “Hey! I asked 
for perspective. Not incitement to 
murder!” 

Olga’s black eyes flashed. “Well 
she makes me so mad! What busines» 
has she to take up sculpture, instead 
of earning her living properly? And 
the unfair thing is, it’s good.” 

“You really think so?” 

“Well, the critics do. You saw U 
pictures in Art.” 

“"O.” 

“You didn’t? Heavens, just a mi! 
ute.” She scrabbled through a pile 
Magazines, flung one open on Susa! 
lap. “There. Look at that one w! 
the large behind. Like it?” 

‘IT don’t know. With sculpture 
always have to be able to walk 
round. It looks strong.” 

She stood up to go. Olga’s wa! 
grin split across her face. “You know 


you really must be getting your pe! 
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spective. Do you know, you haven't 
said one nasty thing about her.” 

She was outside, walking slowly 
down the street instead of going home. 
There were clouds in her head, and 
yet things were falling into place. 
Sam, going over the budget, mention- 
ing money for Katherine, saying, “I 
know how you feel about the money 
for her, but . . .” I said, “It’s all 
right,” and he looked at me as if 
he didn’t believe me. But I meant it, 
all I thought was, What’s it matter? 
We have everything we need, we're 
lucky. I don’t mind what it’s for. 
I still don’t mind, now I know. 

But I must have minded. Oh, how 
I must have minded! It’s reasonable 
that I should. Oh, I can imagine the 
words —- Why should we skimp, so 
that she can do what she wants? You 
have no responsibility to her, none 
at all! How a woman could load 
words like that with bitterness! And 
yet, it really doesn’t matter at all! 

She had circled the block. Her own 
house was ahead of her. Home. 


Haven. She almost ran up the path. 


THE NEXT DAY she put on her new 
holly-red coat, made up her face 
carefully. I'm just going shopping, 
she told herself, and knew she was 
not. She had memorized the address 
of Katherine’s studio. Combination 
living quarters and studio. Walking 
down the street she thought I'll go 
by, I don’t really want to meet her. I 
must be ghastly jealous of her, really. 
And yet I don’t feel any of that now. 

Suddenly she was running up the 
steps, lifting the ring on the lion's 
head knocker. Her heart was thump- 
ing. | am not so calm really, maybe 
1 should go away. But the door open- 
ed. This is Katherine, dark eyes and 
hair, too thin, hipbones jutting in the 
black slacks, old sweater, white dust 
on it. 

“Well, Susan!” 

“[ had an impulse to come and see 
you. So I did. But you're working 

“That's all right. Come on in. Don't 
fall over anything. I know it's a mess. 
I never could keep anything tidy. How 
Sam used to hate it! Come on, there 
must be somewhere fit to sit.” 

She is more nervous than I. I at 
least have something new to look at, 
I've never been in a sculptor’s studio 
before. She said, “I saw the pictures 
in Art. I thought I'd like to see some 
of your things close up. But I 
shouldn't have broken in when you're 
working.” 

“That doesn’t matter. I was just 


sketching.” She held up her hands. 


“See? No plaster. Right now I’m done it. No balance. that’s the trouble. wouldn't have got my life into all its 
working all the time. I wake up in the So Sam tells me. If I only had bal- various messes. I'd be a good sculptor, 
middle of the night, and get up. I see ance like you, could get organized, and yet not be broke.” 

how I can get this thing right. | work like you.” Susan giggled. “If you were like 
like a fiend, and maybe in the morn- “Like me?” She knew she was star- me you couldn't sculpt a mud pie.” 
ing it isn’t right after all.” She shrug- ing — like a goggle-eyed fish, she “Oh well, that’s Sam. I'm not going 
ged. “It’s crazy, throwing yourself in- thought to be broke, though, any more. I'm 
to things like that. But I've always “Of course. Then, says Sam, I going to take the teaching job at the 











Have you discovered this new kind of Kotex protection? 


Your modern life demands the newest, most modern protecti .. the kind ke | 


ncentre woe 4 ey" see 


M 


on 
you find in today's Kotex napkins. These new napkins with the Kimlo 
protect better, protect longer... feel softer, too. That's because the Kimlon g¥#*«, a Je) 


4 * 

| ey 
centre greatly increases absorbency. Why not find out about new Kotex soon 4% 2 oe 
and see how really confident you can be. oat 3 


New Kotex napkins— choice of most women 

















istaegiite » 




















shave, lady?...don’t do it! 


Cream hair away the beautiful way... with new baby- 
pink, sweet-smelling NEET — you'll never be embarrassed with 
unsightly “razor shadow” again (that faint stubble 

of hair left on razor-shaved legs and underarms). Gentle, 
wonderful NEET goes down deep where no razor can 

reach — actually beauty-creams the hair away. And 

when the hair finally does grow in again, it feels 

softer; silkier; there’s no stubble at all! So 
next time, for the smoothest, neatest legs in 





town, why not try NEET — you'll never 
want to shave again! 


Nect 











Art School, Sam said I had to, and I 
just realized this moment he’s right. 
Now for heaven's sake tell me about 
the kids. When I have time I want to 
do a bust of Karen. You wouldn't 
mind, would you?” 

“No, I wouldn't mind.” 

The rest of the visit passed in a 
daze. Only at the door Katherine gave 
her a funny look. “Well! I would 
never have dreamed I'd ever talk to 
you the way I have. Maybe it’s be- 
cause I didn’t have any sleep last 
night. Or is it you?” 

She was out on the sidewalk. My 
enemy — no more formidable than 
this? With a slight shake of the kalei- 
doscope, we would have been friends. 

And Sam, dear Sam. No, I am not 
sentimentalizing him. He was wrong 
before; he was helping her, giving her 
money, just to build up his picture of 
himself. So maybe it needed bolster- 
ing. But he’s stopped that now. 

But how hateful I must have been! 
I knew a second wife once; she was 
so jealous her husband always referred 
to his first wife as “the witch,” to 


please her. Was I like that? 


THAT NIGHT she sat in the living 
room reading, waiting for Sam to 
come home. Finally she realized that 
she had read the same page twice 
without taking it in. It was her own 
life she was concerned with reading. 
We just want the facts ma’am. Well, 
I've got them. So why don’t I remem- 
ber? 

I know everything now, don't I? 
I understand what happened. I even 
know about my housekeeping. I kept 
the house cleaned within an inch of 
its life not for its own sake, but be- 
cause I thought it was the only way 
I could compete with her. And the 
rest—it’s a fantastic defence mecha- 
nism. I must have come to the point 
where I had to either break down or 
erase what I couldn't bear. So I ran 
away from it. But I can face it now. 

Then why doesn’t it all come back? 

And yet, she wasn’t really worried, 
She was confident that it would. She 
felt like an empty jug walling to be 
filled, like the beach at low tide. 
knowing the sea will soon come in. 

On impulse, she took an old coral- 
colored housecoat from the back of 
the closet, put it on when she had 
finished washing her hair, 

She was brushing her hair in front 
of the fire in the living room when 
she heard Sam’s step. She stood up 
quickly, absurd to feel this rush of 
pleasure, every time. But this was dif- 


ferent. He was looking at her, staring 
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and then he was moving across tt! 
room, his arms were round her. “O} 
Susan, Susan!” She was enfolded. No 
truly | am home .. . His arms wer 
so tight they almost hurt her, but tha 
was good too, he was kissing her, n 
stranger this, my love I have loved s 
long... 

He raised his head and looked dow: 
at her, running his hand over her hai: 
cupping the coral collar around he 
face. “You look just the way you 
looked the first time you wore it. 

“e's faded...” 

“No — nothing about you ts faded 
You're — more so!” That blue look, 
into me, into me. “Oh Susan! If you 
knew what it’s meant, this last while 
— having you back.” 

She said lightly, “I’ve been here all 
the time.” 

He touched her hair. “Are you 
ready to leave? Let’s go up...” 

“I'm ready.” 

He let her go, turned to the door. 
“Ill just check the furnace.’ 

And suddenly she knew. It was as 
if a lever had been pulled, starting a 
dynamo. The dynamo was humming, 
humming. She remembered all the 
times she had heard those words, not 
just in the last little while, but back, 
warm and comforting, for years and 
years. : 

She knew who she was. I, Susan 
Martin, with my memories of the 
beach at Kalaloch, and our private 
jokes, and the house on Maple Street 
with the door that stuck. She sat, let- 
ting the little bits of knowledge flow 
along her veins, her spine, into het 
fingertips, and then the larger mem- 
ories gave a shake and fell into place, 
comprehended not just by her brain 
but by her whole body. 

It was all so clear. Of course. When 
Katherine came back to town, still so 
attractive, so talented, I couldn't be 
lieve Sam didn’t still care about her. 
Shutting me out. Displacing me. Just 
like when Father married again. Fo! 
the last time, the pain of that day 
washed through her. But it’s not true 
it's not true! That was then, it’s no 
now! Sam loves me, he loves me! 
And I love him. Without holdin 
back. Old resentments gone, ol 
angers and bitterness cleared awa) 
making room for the fresh tide o 
love. 

Now I can tell Sam all about it 
But tomorrow, not tonight. He wa 
back, he was waiting for her in the 
doorway, waiting to go upstairs. 

“Aren't you coming?” he said. 

“Oh yes, my darling, I'm coming, 


she said. EN! 
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CHATELAINE CALLS 
ON THE WINDSORS 


Continued from page 21 


Windsors —in livery of royal blue 
glittering with gold, opened doors 
and ushered me into an imposing 
foyer, more like a great hall, with a 
double stair curving up to a gallery 
dominated by the arms of the Duke 
of Windsor. The stairs were lined 
with regal lilies and fern. Sconces 
made of crystal obelisks  glittered 
darkly against the handsome crimson 
walls. 

In her office I met Miss Denise 
Hivet who, after ten years as secre- 
tary to this famous couple, had just 
resigned her post and was busy train- 
ing her successor, Miss Jacqueline 
Ravel. Miss Hivet confirmed points of 
protocol and answered my questions. 
How did the duchess prefer to be 
addressed? Her Grace? No, said Miss 
Hivet, the duke preferred that his wife 


be addressed as Her Royal Highness. 


1 meet the duchess 


She guided me to the duchess’ sit- 
ting room, which overlooks the full 
sweep of the park—a charming room, 
all primrose yellow and gold. The 
furniture here was Jacobean, which is 
the favorite period style of the 
duchess. 

The duchess came in briskly from 


the other direction, dressed in a knit- 


ted navy wool with a white yoke and 
very large pearls. She was bubbling 
with apologies for what she called 
“the state of the house.” Somewhere 
workmen were applying silver leaf, 
and she hadn’t been able to arrange 
the flowers herself (her hobby and 
particular concern) since she’d been 
in Spain with her husband on a visit. 
She carried my book of photographs 
on the Mediterranean and insisted on 
going through it page by page. Her 
lively curiosity and enthusiasm were 
reassuring. 

Photographs of her, ah yes! Would 
I care to see her clothes? Coveys of 
French maids were summoned to 
open endless rows of cupboards and 
offer for my inspection dozens of 
gowns and coats and cloaks. 

With footmen scurrying about in 
the background we set to work. The 
duchess was particularly co-operative 
and gracious amid the pushing and 
pulling both of her clothes and of her 
person—the “arranging” that precedes 
a camera portrait. Her litheness is 
mannequinlike, and her conversational 
gaiety enlivened the tedium of posing. 
She even sympathetically aided me 
when my Rolleiflex jammed and told 
me just where I might have it repair- 
ed. 

She was a little self-conscious at 
first but quickly became at ease. I 
think she was remembering a _ book 
of photographic caricatures published 
recently by a New York fashion pho- 
tographer, a book in which the duke 
and duchess are dealt with most 


harshly. 





The Duchess of Windsor’s collection of Meissen pug dogs—to 


which she adds constantly—is displayed with gold candlesticks on 


a red-lacquer, marble-topped Louis XV commode in drawing 


room of her Bois de Boulogne home. The Windsors’ four real 


pugs go everywhere with them, the duchess says; these 


stay home. 


When I referred to the book, the 
duchess told me lightly, “I don’t see 
the point of taking advantage of 
people by publishing such ugly photo- 
graphs.” 

The duchess’ passion for flowers is 
evident everywhere, and all the house 
reflects her original taste. I had the 
impression that the villa in the Bois 
de Boulogne is more or less her spe- 
cial province, and that the Windsors’ 
country place, Le Moulin, with its 
incomparable English gardens, reflects 
in turn the particular concern of the 
duke. 


“ve had some practice” 


The following day I was again in 
the secretary’s office when the duke 
popped in. He was announced by 
mysterious snorts and clicks. “Oh, 
hello, Mr. Beny,” he said and led me 
into the grand drawing room. Four 
pugs, his inseparable companions, 
stayed close at his heels, their nails 
clicking smartly on the parquet. The 
duke carried an old slipper to throw 
for Impy, the youngest of the quar- 
tet. Disraeli, the oldest and the favor- 
ite, watched these antics with quiet 
superiority. 

The duke enquired if I wished to 
take photographs of him, and when 
I said that I did he said he hoped his 
suit was appropriate. No photograph 
I'd ever seen had prepared me for the 
fresh coloring and radiant vitality of 
the Duke of Windsor nor for a quality 
in his presence of an easy and re- 
laxed Grand Manner. He knew ex- 
actly how to behave before the cam- 
era and received my compliments 
with, “Well, after all, I've had some 
practice.” 

The duke was delighted when he 
discovered that I came from Medicine 
Hat, Alta. He remembered it well 
from his state visit of about forty 
years ago. But then, he told me, Al- 
berta was after all close to him since 
it was named for his great-aunt, Prin- 
cess Louise Alberta, daughter of 
Queen Victoria and wife of the Mar- 
quis of Lorne, governor-general of 
Canada in the early 1880s. 

Of Canada’s future the duke spoke 
glowingly, mentioning that he had 
invested heavily in Alberta, and that 
he looks forward to visiting his ranch 
near Calgary. 

In leaving, I took away with me an 
impression of a loving couple in a 
harmonious and tranquil household 
—and on film the images you see be- 


ginning on page 20. END 
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to stay 
‘“bath-fresh’’? 


Today’s immaculate woman 
wouldn’t dream of offending. 
Yet, sometimes— unconsciously 
—she does. 

But now, with Dr. Scholl’s 
deodorant Foot Powder, you can 
dust your doubts away! Dr. 
Scholl’s Foot Powder, protects 
your feet against odor, keeps 
them dry, cool and comfortable 
all day. 

Dust your doubts away with 
daily applicationsof Dr.Scholl’s 
deodorant Foot Powder. Get 
Dr. Scholl’s Foot Powder at 
your favourite drug, shoe, 
variety or department store. 

FREE! 32 page booklet, 
“The Feet and Their Care.” 
Send to Dr. Scholl’s Ltd., 
Toronto 16. Dept. J. 


D? Scholls 


The finest in foot care... 
the world over. 
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“The new TINTEX package is so My house sparkles with fresh, 
easy to spot, even on a crowded new color, thanks to TINTEX! 
shelf! If I want a bright red, I TINTEX is the easiest, most eco- 
" look for the Scarlet TINTEX pack- nomical way in the world to 
age; if it’s a pale yellow I want, revive old faded fabrics. Big 
| look for the Maize TINTEX things, like drapes and slip covers, 
package, and so on, right through and even the plastic shower cur- 
the whole spectrum of 34 bright tain, I dye right in my washing 
TINTEX shades. It’s as simple as machine. Lingerie and small ar- 
that .. . and what a time saver! _ ticles can be dyed in a small basin.” 
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Homemaker’ s 
Diary 


By JOAN JACKSON 


Wood preserver 

If your kitchen cupboards are of natu- 
ral or stained wood, give them a coat 
of marine varnish. Since it is made to 
protect boat bottoms, it will do the 


same for your cupboards. 


Garden furniture 

Before you wash your glass-topped 
table in the garden, move it out of 
the sun; otherwise 


the water on the 


| 
\f 
} 
+ 
ti 


hot glass may cause 
it to crack. Also, 
the glass will dry 
streaky if it is hot. 
Use warm suds 
with ammonia to 
remove the dirt 


easily. 


Banish grease stains 

To remove cooking fat that has be- 
come baked on the bottom of your 
electric frying pan, causing a brown 
stain, soak the pan in a concentrated 
solution of liquid detergent and water 
conditioner in hot water. Then wipe 
off the loosened grease with fine steel 
wool. You can avoid further stains by 
being sure to wipe the edge of the 
pan with paper toweling after pouring 


off any cooking fat. 


Burnished brass 


From crafts editor Wanda Nelles 
comes this cleaning hint: use lemon 
juice On a soft cloth or brush to clean 
unlacquered brass. Then wash with 
cold water and polish dry. Your brass 
will have a soft warm finish. This 
method is especially good for intricate 


brasswork 


Mixing paints 

When combining paints to create a 
desired color, always mix like with 
pi ; 

like Oil-base with oil-base or latex 


with latex. Never try to combine the 
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two or the paint will dry with a rough 


gritty finish. 


op when buzzed 
If a bee or wasp flies into the car 
while you're driving, you should stop 
to let it out. It is not safe for the 
driver to attempt to kill the insect or 
drive it out while the car is moving 
Also, a sting can be painful enough 
to cause the driver to lose control of 


the car. 


Washday for pillows 

The good hot summertime is ideal for 
washing feather or Terylene-filled pil- 
lows if you don’t have a dryer. (Of 
course, both will dry faster and bette 
in a dryer.) 

Hand washing is recommended for 
Terylene pillows because the agitation 
of a washing machine may twist and 
tear them. Immerse the pillow in 
warm water with a low-sudsing de- 
tergent (this makes rinsing easier) 
plus water conditioner. Squeeze the 
water in and out of the pillow, but do 
not twist or wring. Then rinse thor- 
oughly with warm softened water and 
dry outside. 

Machine-wash feather pillows two 
at a time to bal- 


ance the load. If 


pillows are tightly a Zz 
filled, open two Sm 
inches of the stitch- < ; 
ing and baste the ea a 


opening loosely to- 

gether so that the water can circu 
through the pillow. To avoid a |! 
chine full of feathers, if the tick 
is thin in spots, put the pillow 
pillowcase and pin the end clo 
Soak the pillows, then wash in wi 
water with detergent and water c 
ditioner. Keep pushing them do 
and turn over halfway through 

cycle. Rinse thoroughly, then dry 
the line. Shake the pillows occasio 


ly to fluff the feathers. I 
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THE CHALLENGE 
OF OLD AGE 


Continued from page 28 


MRS. LONDON: How can a woman 
with her life centred in her home and 
family develop an interest in outside 
things? 

DR. DAVEY: It’s very difficult as long 
as she is working fourteen hours a 
day, with the daily grind of house- 
work, dressing and undressing the 
children... It’s almost impossible for 
some of these women to be joiners. 
[heir interest is going to be through 
what their families bring to them, 
what they read, what they see on tele- 
vision. But they must never forget that 
once the great need for devoting all 
their time to their family has left, 
they still retain their right as indi- 
viduals and can begin to branch forth. 
DR. GILBRETH: I heard of one young 
couple, with many small children, 
and no money for a sitter. They have 
a date once a week. They dress, dump 
the children in bed, have a late dinner 
and talk about outside matters. Now 
that’s having creative imagination. 
DR. FRANKS: In one case, the two 
grandmothers got together and said to 
the girl, “No matter what happens 
you have to go out one afternoon a 
week.” “What will | do?” she asked. 
And the grandmothers said, “Go 
down to one of the large department 
stores and sit in the waiting room 
and watch people go by, or take your 
paper down there and read it — but 
get out.” 

The grandmothers took over on 
Thursday afternoons, and the girl went 
out. Gradually she went into Junio 
League work and other activities, and 
suddenly found herself very busy. 
MRS. BROWN: And _ interested, and 


contributing to other people. 


Can women plan a healthier 


old age? 


DR. DAVEY: The life - insurance com- 
panies have shown that overweight 1s 
one thing to avoid if one wants to live 
to a ripe old age. Yearly medical 
checkups are very sound. 

MRS. LONDON: What would constitute 
a good medical checkup? 

DR. DAVEY: I think for a well person, 
past middle age, her once - a - yeal 
checkup should include what we call 
a careful functional inquiry, which is 
an investigation or series of questions 
designed to reveal whether any sys- 


tem of the body is functioning In a 





Tucked in so 
comfortably, 
with Mother's love 


Baby Care - 





He’s content to sleep till morning . . . and you will be too, 
when you've given him tender Mennen Baby Care. 
Mennen’s as soft as his Teddy Bear, as comforting as a gentle 
hug ... and it soothes him the whole night through! 
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way in which it has not functioned 
before. You pick up things like dis- 
turbance in the gastrointestinal - tract 
function, in appetite, in weight. 

In addition, it should include a 
complete medical examination, and I 
mean complete, such as one does with 
hands and a stethoscope. It should 
include examination of the blood for 
anemia and allied disorders. It should 
include a urinalysis. [ think that a 
routine chest X ray is not necessary. 


At intervals it is of value. 


Must romance die? 


MRS. LONDON: Dr.Clarence M. Hincks, 
tHe founder of the Canadian Mental 
Health Association and a man of 
senior years, has said: “It is a muis- 
take to think that romance is dead in 


eighties 


the sixties, seventies and 
Some of the finest marriages I have 
known have occurred in this age 
range.” When should a woman give 
up liking to see a man have a gleam 
in his eye? 

DR. DAVEY: Never. 

MRS. BROWN: An older woman who 
looks after her grooming can make 
younger women look awfully sloppy 
— particularly the girls today who 
run around in jeans, have allowed 
their ankles to get thick from wearing 
flat shoes, and who develop bad pos 
ture, with no girdle. A well-groomed 
older woman can walk in a room and 
take all the men away. I've seen it 
happen. But that is superficial. True 
charm lies in warmth and interest in 
other people. 

DR. FRANKS: Men find it easier to talk 
to either a married woman or an 
older woman, than to a teen-ager or 


an early-twenty. 


friends? 

DR. FRANKS: At the University of 
Toronto, in one of the homemaking 
courses, they have listed some fifty 
essentials for a happy home. The 
thing that leads the list is commu 
nication... 

DR. GILBRETH: We call that the edu- 
cated heart. 

DR. DAVEY: Don’t you think that com 
munication depends to some extent 
on wave length? Young people and 
older people have a tremendous dit 
ferential in interest, in coincidental ex- 
periences — and communication for 
that reason alone is very difficult 

DR. GILBRETH: Both sides could look 
for points of likeness rather than 


points of difference. We have to use 


that approach in disputes of every 
sort. 

DR. DAVEY: It would help if we would 
recognize what constitutes being an 
expert. If we would respect the judg- 
ment of the person who is sixty-five 
or seventy on matters pertaining to 
her age group... and she in turn 
would acquire tolerance for the sup- 
posedly expert opinion expressed by 
the younger person in relation to her 
age group, they would both get along 
very much better. 

MRS. GOOD: A recent study has shown 
that up to twelve or thirteen years 
there is a very strong relationship be 
tween old and young, but after that 
the young person turns away. 

DR. GILBRETH: It seems to me some 


times that the tie between children 


and grandparents is much stronger in 
Europe, and especially the Orient 
MRS. GooD: A recent study in Britain 
by sociologist Peter Townsend, for 
the Institute of Community Studies. 
indicated a very strong family tie in 
our society. And three studies in the 
United States, by the American Coun- 
cil of Catholic Charities, support this 
In Britain the maternal grandmother 
was found to be very important. 

DR. DAVEY: I should think that strong 
family ties exist in this country. 


MRS. GOOD: There’s a tendency here 


for older people to live apart from 
the young family. We may not put 
enough value on the ties that do exist 
in spite of old and young not being 
under the same roof. You can love 
your mother or grandmother just as 
much, whether she’s three blocks away 
or farther. 
DR. DAVEY: Part of the problem is de 
pendency. The lonely older person be 
comes increasingly dependent emo 
tionally and physically on the grown 
up children 

DR. FRANKS: The children may object 
when it becomes a burden 

DR. DAVEY: And it only becomes 
burden if the older person has lost his 
independence in thinking, in being 


able to take care of himself 


MRS. LONDON: Dr. Ethel Sabin Smith 


of Mills College. Oakland. Calif... 


{ 
Sdld 


in her book, The Dynamics of Aging 


“Aged people are so trequently ac 


pies ya a 

tively disliked by youngel people de 
cause they love to lominate, and the 
are arbitrary and absolute in. their 


value judgments.” Do you think tl ey 


love to dominate. Dr Albertson? 


DR. ALBERTSON: Some do -but I think 
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all their life they’ve been that type of 
person. I don't think you suddenly 
change just because you get old. 

DR. GILBRETH: It’s been a great prob- 
lem in industry. Especially if they 
have been out of the labor force and 
come back. They need checking on 
habits they may have developed. A 
great many do make a satisfactory 
adjustment. They may be slow but 
their judgment may be better. 

Mrs. GooD: Judgment can still be 
good when memory is poor. 

DR. ALBERTSON: Accuracy is also pres- 
ent. 

MRS. GOOD: I think older people tend 
to be critical of young mothers. And 
I think too many of us are gossips 
If we go baby-sitting we talk about 
what we see in the home of the young 
couple. 

MRS. LONDON: Are any traits typical 
of older women or do they merely 
sharpen those they started out with? 
DR. FRANKS: They sharpen some and 
others become dull... I believe we 
have three personalities in this world. 
One is the personality that we have 
around this table this morning — the 
personality we give to the outside 
world; there’s our home _ personality 
that we give to our husbands and our 
families; there’s a third personality 
which is our very inner soul, which 
we don’t share with anybody. That 
third personality, the best in us at all 
times, is the one we live with as we 
get older. We throw out the things 
that don’t count and we learn from 
experience the things that are worth- 
while... 

MRS. GOOD: This ties in with a Japa 
nese study of the factors that went 
into happiness in later years. They 
found that a strong religious faith 
was one of the primary factors. So 
the real selfs relationship to God is 
apparently one of the things that car- 
ries us into aging happily. 


Education can old do 


MRS. LONDON: Dr. Gilbreth, should 
woman continue with her education 
DR. GILBRETH: She has to — all he 
life. She’s got to be open-minded and 
say. “Look, new things are coming 
What does this mean? How am I go 
ing to get help to do this?” The adu 
education program is getting bette! 
every year. 

MRS. LONDON: Dr. Franks, does 
person’s capacity for learning new 
things continue in later life? Can yo 
teach an old dog new tricks? 


Continued on page 60 
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Chatelaine crafts 


Just two pairs of 


terry towels make 
this gay picnic foursome 





DESIGNED BY WANDA NELLES 
Chatelaine Crafts Editor 








Toga-style after-swim beach robe, cleverly shaped at the neckline, is made 


from one pair of towels. Instructions, 25 cents. Order number is A-139. 
Outing kit with plastic lining holds food and two one-quart Thermos-type 
bottles. It can also be used as a swimsuit bag. Instructions, 25 cents. No. A-140. 
Wedge-shaped cushion, designed for lazing comfort in the sun, has a terry cover 
with a capacious magazine-size pocket. The cover domes over the plastic 
cushion form for easy washability. Instructions, 25 cents. Order No. A-141. 
Cutlery carry-all, with a washable plastic lining, can be toted separately or 
tied inside the lid of a wicker picnic basket. Instructions, 25 cents. A-142. 


Please order from Wanda Nelles, Chatelaine Crafts Editor, 


Chatelaine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 2. 
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My mommy... and CURAD can fix most anything!” 


CURAD with Telfa pad—The adhesive bandage that sticks 
where it should—never sticks to the cut or wound! 


— 
The Telfa pad on curRAD is especially constructed to | 
allow wound drainage to be drawn up into its absorbent = we 
pad through tiny holes in a plastic ‘“‘skin’’ next to the LDA ra! 
wound. TELFA doesn’t stick to the scab and re-open the me AU w 


wound when the bandage is removed. It keeps the wound 
dry and promotes healing. 

CURAD is the on/y plastic bandage with the hospital- 
proven Telfa Pad. Be sure to use curap with Telfa 
pad on all your children’s cuts and scrapes; as well as 
on your own. At drug counters everywhere 





mr KENDALL cowewry BAUER & BLACK DIVISION 


CANADA) LIMITED 


*Trade Mark 


















7 Feen-a-mint 


FOR CONSTIPATION 


Keep a box of Feen-a-mint on hand, ready when one 
of the family needs a laxative. Fast acting Feen-a-mint 
is a mild, minty flavoured regulator in chewing gum 
form, easy and pleasant to chew, whenever you need it. 
Children like Feen-a-mint’s fresh minty flavour, and 
you'll find that Feen-a-mint sweetens 
the breath as it relieves constipation. 


BOX OF 6, 2I¢ BOX OF 16, 49¢ 





JAR OF 36, 87¢ 


MEG. TRADE mane 


Feen-a-mint 


“Chew your troubles qway ” 








Get Feen-a-mint at your nearest drug counter today. 
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do as millions do 
...use Tampax... 
be at your best! 
for Tampax is 
invisible, unfelt 
when in place... 
banishes odor... 
makes disposal 
dainty... brings 
you poise, 
comfort, 


sureness... 


the modern 





way! 


Canadian 


TAMPAX 


Corporation Limited, Brampton, Ontario. 
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THE CHALLENGE 
OF OLD AGE 


Continued from page 58 


DR. FRANKS: Yes. It is in proportion 
actually to their physical health, but 
it can continue forever. 

DR. GILBRETH: We're all of us pleased 


with that! 
The challenge of retiremen 


MRS. BROWN: My background ts a big 
department store, and the superinten 
dent there said one of the hardest 
things he has to do is say, “Youre 
sixty-five —- you have to retire.” But 
one retired woman who had _ sold 
notions in our store told me, “Im 
having such fun, I’ve created a new 
type of beading. My stuff sells so fast 
that I'm working night and day.” And 
she’s close to seventy. 
MRS. LONDON: That is a_ significant 
point — doing something worthwhile 
Dr. Ethel Smith, of Mills College, 
said: “Often the hobby, because it 
seems so trivial to the senior citizen 
when he compares it with the serious 
work of a lifetime which he has re 
luctantly laid down, actually increases 
his difficulty, because it emphasizes 
his loss of status.” 
DR. DAVEY: I thoroughly agree with 
that. You cannot substitute something 
they just do with their hands unless 
these people feel they are creating 
something which is useful to some 
body and needed. 
MRS. GOOD: We've got all that life has 
given us and done to us to contribute, 
and it could be very useful on volun 
teer committees and in actual service 
take a children’s agency where 
the children lack love... 
DR. GILBRETH: One has also to look 
at the other side of the picture, some 
older people hang on to jobs on com- 
mittees and the younger generation 
doesn't get up on the decision-making 
level. 
MRS. GOOD: We need education for the 
later years. It's just as we used to 
take the attitude that anybody could 
be a mother. We need just as much 
help with how to be a useful construc 
tive healthy older person 
DR. DAVEY: Just two weeks ago I said 
to a patient, “You know you're going 
to make your children and grandchil 
dren afraid of growing old because 
you resent it so terribly. For good 
ness’ sake, sit back and look at the 


contribution that you have already 


ind this 
; sitting 
pre ; 

ind en- 


of what 
\ | k of a person 
hands 
woman 
r f I Eunice Dyke, 
Second Mile 
Club. | phon R This problem 
is p o me. will you think it through 
advice? She has 
nk nd she has great ex- 
perience in thinking, and ['m_ very 
willing to accept her judgment on 
many things. It saves me a great deal 
of time. and has, over the years. 
MRS. ANDERSON Transferring — this 
problem of retirement to the home, 
does this mean that a woman in the 
home has a better chance of making 
a good adjustment in old age than her 
husband has, who is arbitrarily forced 
to retire? 
DR. GILBRETH: Indeed she has, because 
she has had to adjust to him! 
DR. DAVEY: Her major problem comes 
when her husband dies, when she has 
no financial means to maintain her 
independence, and when she is per- 
suaded to go and live with one of her 
children or in a setup where she no 
longer controls the household 
MRS. ANDERSON: Of course, as more 
youngel women vO back to work, 
grandma becomes the mother of the 
young family 
MRS. LONDON: I was talking to a 
friend who has just had her third 


baby. She has a very responsible job 


and she has engaged an older widow 
to keep house; the woman is treated 
with utmost respect and consideration 
Do you think there’s been a revolution 
in the attitude toward doing work in 


somebody else’s home? 
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MRS. GOOD: Not enough of on 
DR. DAVEY: A homemaking regi 
needed—where you could find some- 
one to come in and go over your 
clothes, mend them, do the things you 
haven't time to do. 

MRS. GooD: When a woman’s husband 
dies, that in a way is retirement for 
her. She is retiring from her lifework 
and life associations. She has a won- 
derful ability homemaking — but it 
hasn't the status. Suddenly she real- 
izes that if she were going to offer it 
anywhere else, it wouldn't be on the 
basis of the kind of person she’s al- 
ways been; she'd be in a different cate- 
gory, which she can’t accept. 

We have to do two things: We have 
to value homemaking much more 
highly; and we have to see that people 
are helped to offer this service to 
others and that it has some kind of 


Status. 
Where can they live? 


DR. GILBRETH: Mrs. Good, do we 
know why old people are sent to live 
in institutions rather than kept in the 
community? 
MRS. GOOD: This has been our way of 
taking care of things we don’t know 
quite what to do about. Originally in 
this country we put people on reser- 
vations we didn’t know what to do 
with. 
MRS. LONDON: But aren't we trying to 
encourage institutions? Wouldn't an 
older person be better off with people 
her own age and with common inter- 
ests? 
MRS. GOOD: This is a very individual 
thing. This generation of older people 
are anxious to be part of the commu- 
nity. 

I think the home-care project that 


is now in the experiment stage Is 
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myhen I bake I get flour all over. Can you give me a tidiness tip? 
: ¢ 
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going to show what can be done for 
people who can live in small self-con- 
equipped little 
apartments or bungalows — with a 


tained electrically 
doctor or nurse visiting them regu- 
larly, if you will. 

MRS. ANDERSON: Is the trend away 
from institutions? 

MRS. GOOD: There is a trend fo insti- 
tutions and I deplore it. It is destruc- 
tive of personality; people fear a loss 
of identity. It’s much harder to get 
lost if you're in a rooming house or 
one of the housing projects for old 
people than it is in an institution, be- 
cause people tend to forget people in 
institutions. 

In Amsterdam old people’s accom- 
modation is sprinkled through the 
community as part of family accom- 
modation; they’re allotted five percent 
of all new housing. 

We have one example of this in 
Etobicoke, 


friend of mine moved out there, and 


near Toronto. A young 
her garden backs on the old people’s 


housing, “Do you know any of 
them?” I 


said. “Why they belong to our church. 


asked. “Know them!” she 
One of them is sitting with my baby 
right now.” There you see the accep- 
tance of the older person in the 
normal community. 

If your married daughter lives in 
the same town, you offer this service 
to her. In a city you can offer it to 


someone else’s daughter... 


The summing up... 
ther?... if we can 


learn as we get older how to 


MRS. GOOD: Now 
view 
has given us. During a 


what love 


course on retirement, three of the 
women said that what they wanted to 
be prepared to do in their retirement 


was just to have the door open and 


be the kind of person that people 
would come to. I presume people 
would not only come in the open 


door, but you should go out the open 
door to fill in in places where society 
most needs you. 

DR. DAVEY: Being needed, I think, is 
the answer... older people must find 
something where they know they're 
doing a job which is needed in the 
community. I don’t think that hobbies 
or fancy work are the answer. 

How can they find 


out where they are needed? 


DR. ALBERTSON: 


MRS. Goop: There is the Age and Op- 
portunity Bureau of Winnipeg: there’s 
the employment service of the Second 
Mile Club, in 
can phone and say 


Toronto. A customer 


what she wants 
done and ask if anyone is registered 


who is capable of doing it. This is 


something which needs to grow and 
expand and be in every large centre 
and small town. In small towns it 
exists in an informal way... 

MRS. LONDON: People turn to their 
pastor and he knows somebody in the 
community who has a service to offer 


and somebody who has a need. 


DR. DAVEY: I think the problem could 
be resolved if more emphasis were 
placed on what the older person has 
to give to the community, rather than 
on what has the community to give 
the older person. 

coop: I because this is 


MRS. agree, 


what older people truly want — to 


continue to be on the giving end. 
ALL: That’s right. 
DR. FRANKS: I think Dylan Thomas 


put it rather well when he said: “Go 
not careful into that grim cold night 

..’ It’s really what we are all say- 
ing: you have to keep alive to the 


very last moment END 











“Everything’s under control, dear... see 
you and the kids on the week-end”’. 


During vacations, keep that happy, 
“In touch” feeling... by telephone! 
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LONG DISTANCE gives you so much for so little 


For instance, Jim’s call to his wife 200 miles away cost only .95¢ 
for 3 minutes, after 6 p.m. 


TRANS-CANADA \ , 


TELEPHONE SYSTEM 


Canada’s major telephone companies, united to send your voice across Canada, around the world. 
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Continued from page 25 


‘motion film, only he was slow motion 
himself. 

He saw Vivien recognize him, and the 
color slid from her face as she did so, 
but he did not look at her. He watched 
himself turn round the heavy hotel] reg- 
ister the man had signed. As he read, 
“Mr. and Mrs. H. D. Reswick,.” he was 
no longer the seer and the seen. He be- 
came again subject, not object. The sig- 
nature was so newly written the ink was 
not yet dry on the ruled page. “Mr. 
and Mrs. H. D. Reswick.” 

The famous author, caught in the act 
of fitting the cap onto his expensive 
pen, was staring at him glassily. He 
must know, from that stare, who Dick 
was, he must have seen him at The 
Cherry Pie. He had come once or twice 
at the beginning when everything had 
been special, but Dick had never hap- 
pened to see him, he had been too busy 
behind the scenes, and authors were not 
in his line. But it had been for people 
like H. D. Reswick The Cherry Pie was 
to be run, discriminating people, people 
who mattered, an interesting clientele. 
Their visitors’ book was to read like a 
list of famous names. 

He did not look in the least clever or 
artistic. He had rather a wooden-looking 
head, and his complexion was high, the 
complexion of a man who ate and drank 
too well, while his eyes, still staring 
glassily at Dick, made him look down- 
right stupid. Dick remembered some- 
one remarking at The Cherry Pie how 
H. D. Reswick enjoyed being H. D. 
Reswick. He was not enjoying it now: 
not at this very moment. This minute 
was exactly sixty seconds too long for 
him. 

“ll take you up to your r6om,” Dick 
heard Jenny, now in front, say. “There’s 
no lift, but it’s not far.” 

The cap of the fountain pen was at 
last jabbed on. He had thick fingers with 
which to write his best sellers. He turn- 
ed to follow the receptionist, Vivien had 
already gone, and Dick was left with a 
signature in the hotel register. 

It must have been going on behind his 
back. A woman didn't go off with a 
man without leading up to, prelimina- 
ries, the usual gamut. The author had 
not been back at The Cherry Pie for 
two years at least, and it was two years 
ago that Vivien had changed toward her 
husband. It would not only be the food 
falling off that stopped H. D. Reswick 
from coming about The Cherry Pie; he 
was what Mr. Gunn would call a ken- 
speckle figure, and the well-known were 
either careful or they did not care a 
hang. He would be one of the careful 
kind. 

They must have met somewhere other 
than The Cherry Pie. There had been no 
lack of opportunity; Dick had been too 
busy to know how Vivien spent her 
days. She might even have gone to his 
home. He lodked the kind of man who 
would have a place in the country and 
a flat in London 

He found himself in his office. She 
could have her divorce. He would get 
in touch with Spencer to start proceed- 


ings straight away. He, Dick Sadler, 
wouldn’t have her at any price. H. D. 
Reswick was welcome to her as far as 
her former husband was concerned. 

“They're away — they didn't wait 
even for dinner,” Jenny told him later 
that evening. “The Reswicks I mean. 
Wasn't it a pity?” 

“Indeed?” he said, looking above her 
head, formal as though the receptionist 
were a stranger to him. “And why didn’t 
they wait even for dinner?” The smile 
was distant, faintly disagreeable on his 
face as he listened for the excuse they 
had manufactured between them. 

“She has had trouble with a tooth — 
their own man treated it before they 
came away, but she felt it was going 
to flare up and they thought it safer to 
spend the night at Norgour, where a 
dentist was within call if need be.” 

Not bad, he thought, not bad at all. 
Vivien had proved herself a worthy col- 
laborator with a world-famous spinner 
of tales. 

“She wasn’t the least like what I 
thought she would be,” Jenny remarked 
conversationaliy. “I'd have thought she 
would have matched him more. Perhaps 
she’s his second wife.” 

“Or his third,” he heard himself say 
in the same remote voice. “There’s noth- 
ing to stop her from being his third.” 


HE WROTE to Spencer that night after 
dinner, beside Mr. Gunn in his sitting 
room. He felt as private there, with his 
employer in his chair at the fire reading 
the day’s newspaper, as he would have 
felt in his own bedroom. Indeed, he had 
a marked reluctance to write it upstairs 
where he was alone, as though he felt 
the presence of Mr. Gunn stabilized 
everything, as though he did not want 
to burden his room with memories. 
He found the letter a piece of cake to 
write, telling Spencer all the news. After 
all it was because of him and him alone 
that Dick was sitting at this table using 
notepaper headed Drochet Arms. 
When he had finished, he slipped the 
envelope into his pocket and remarked 
he thought he would take “a turn.” He 


Dick was home — and free. 


Dick saw that Vivien recognized him and the color slid 
from her face. Now he knew what he must do 


knew his letter would go no earlier if 
he posted it tonight but he felt it would 
burn no holes once it was safely in a 
letter box. 

Dick went through the village to the 
post office rather than drop his letter in 
the box near the hotel. He enjoyed the 
walk back. But for a man and a woman, 
and a minister, he had the place to him- 
self. They wished him good evening as 
they passed. He knew everyone knew 
who he was by now, but even if they 
hadn't they would still have exchanged 
the time of day with him. 

Chinks of light at windows near street 
level gave him a feeling of cosiness, of 
households shut in by themselves in a 
circle of fire and light. His footsteps 
must sound to them not as though he 
were passing but as though he were 
coming in. The families might be shut in 
but he did ‘not feel shut out, because 
he had his own house to which to re- 
turn. He had the Drochet Arms. 

The grey homely streets smelled of 
pine and bog myrtle, fresh from moor- 
land and sea, gusty at corners. In a 
hotel at Norgour or Aberhold, some- 
where, were Vivien and her author 
lover; they would be feeling the same at 
whatever hotel they happened to be. 
Her onetime husband might have been 
his ghost, the fright he had given them. 
His stride lengthened. 

He saw the Drochet Arms, its steeply 
pitched peaked roof silhouetted against 
the night sky, some of its windows lit, 
a glow of warmth at the hotel threshold. 

He didn’t want to go in just yet, not 
when he knew it would be standing 
there waiting for his return. He made 
for the bridge. To think he was free of 
them now, once and for all time. He 
haunted them but they could no longer 
molest him even in his thoughts. It 
struck him that he no longer thought of 
Vivien as the woman he loved or had 
once loved. He had rid himself of her: 
she had become them. When he thought 
of her after this, he would think simul- 
taneously of the man she had made her 
lover. He was free of her; he must have 
sloughed her from him without knowing 
he had done so until tonight when he 
was conscious of feeling liberated, un- 
trammeled, sparer. 

He was aware as he stood on the 
bridge and felt the wind through his 
hair, of the distances, remote reaches 
from which it came. He could feel these 
unimpeded spaces, these northern 
wastes, breathing all round him. It was 
as though a spirit moved on mountain 
top and the fiood of waters, like light 
across empty places, that left nothing 
void, a spirit with which he felt in tune. 
He was no longer a stranger here. He 
was at home. 


DICK WENT downstairs with Willie 
to help him store away his fishing rod 
for the winter. A long, loosely jointed 
boy, Dick had seen him about the farm 
but this was the first time he had come 
to the hotel since the new manager's 
arrival. 

If the nation is happy that has no 


“The inn of mo yesterdays 


history, then Willie was happy who had 
little story. Jenny had told Dick all she 
knew about it. Willie had been what was 
called a boarded-out boy — an orphan 
for whom one of the larger town coun- 
cils had made themselves responsible. 
His adopted home proving unsatisfac- 
tory, Mr. Gunn had taken him to live 
on the farm, where he had been brought 
up and lived ever since. 

Jenny said he wasn’t right in the 
head, and it was obvious, after watch- 
ing his face vague with smiling, that 
he was simple. Willie carried off his 
man’s years with the heedlessness of 
a boy, and always appeared in a high 
state of exhilaration, as though he were 
dancing on his toes inside his rough 
boots. 

He accompanied Dick downstairs into 
the long narrow room where fishing 
gear and rods were stored. Mr. Gunn’s 
waders, looking like seven-league boots, 
hung on the walls beside a fishing wick- 
er creel. Willie took his rod out of its 
cloth case and put it up for the manager 
to see, winding the empty reel and lis- 
tening to the sound as though he liked 
it. 

“It’s a beautiful rod, Willie,” Dick 
said. He knew a little more about them 
than when he came, when he had never 
held one in his hands, and he realized 
from the way Willie’s fitted that it was 
a good one. “Aye,” the man agreed con- 
tentedly, beginning to collapse it again. 
“Master Hew gave it me. He'd only give 
me the best.” 

“Hullo there — where is everyone?” 
Dick was annoyed to hear Jenny Shields’ 
voice call out. The next moment she 
stood beside them. “Mr. Sadler will see 
your rod is quite safe until you need it, 
Willie,” she said. 

Dick had to be careful the man was 
well out of earshot before he spoke. 
“What’s the point following us like 
this?” he demanded. “And why talk to 
Willie as though he were an idiot?” 

“I only thought you might have dif- 
ficulty getting rid of him,” she said, her 
face falling in a childish way at his ob- 
vious displeasure. 

“I didn’t happen to want to be rid of 
him,” he retorted. “And if I did, after 
this leave me to get out of my own dif- 
ficulties. [| am much more capable of 
doing that than you are.” 

“Of course I will,” she said overwill- 
ingly. “I promise you faithfully I'll 
never do it again.” 

He found something embarrassing in 
her self-imposed abasement and asked 
briskly, to break the personal contact 
between them, “How old is he?” Willie 
had the overgrown immaturity of the 
simple — he could either be old as the 
hills or not out of his teens, probably he 
was in between. “He thinks the world 
of his rod.” He began to fill up a label 
to fix to it. “Hew Gunn gave him it.” To 
think Dick had been about to speak to 
someone who wanted to speak of Hew 
Gunn when silly Jenny Shields had 
spoiled it all. 

“He's older than Hew Gunn was,” 
said Jenny. “Just by a year or two at 
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the most.” Trust Jenny to have even 
Willie’s age tabulated. “He was an aban- 
doned baby and so no one knew his 
birthday. They say Hew Gunn when he 
was small found out Willie hadn’t a 
birthday and was so upset he said Willie 
must always share his.” 

He forgot about Jenny as he thought 
of what she had told him. Willie, who 
had no memory, woiid probably live 
until the cows came home, keeping as 
his own birthday that of a younger man 
who had died long ago. 

He stopped to pick up a label from 
the floor and suddenly felt himself suf- 
focated. It took him a second or two to 
realize what had happened. Jenny had 
thrown her arms round his neck and 
was clinging to him with an abandon 
that shook her whole body. 

He had a moment of complete daunt- 
ing surprise. Heavens, why had he not 
seen this coming and prepared himself 
to avoid it? But she had given him no 
indication of her feelings, or had he not 
noticed warning signals simply because 
he had never considered such a thing 
happening? He put up his hands and 
firmly caught her wrists, forcing her to 
release her hold. 

“What do you think you're doing?” 
he demanded. 

“You must know I love you, Dick.” 

“Stop being silly,” he said with inten- 
tional roughness. “You can’t possibly do 
any such thing. I’m a married man.” 

Being married had of course acted 
like an unconscious fortification against 
such attacks. His mistake had been still 
to trade on that fact, not realizing others 
were unaware of it. 

“Dick,” her blotched round face with 
its owl glasses quaked up at him, 
“Dick.” She had reeled with the shock; 
now its impact reached her she repudi- 
ated it. He saw a change come over her 
face, her lips straighten, and she kept 
her gaze fixed on him as though he 
might escape if she didn’t. “I don't be- 
lieve you,” she said. “You're just saying 
that.” 

“Don't you?” he replied, jingling 
some change in his pocket, trying to 
bring some relaxation into the proceed- 
ings. “I’m afraid you'll have to believe 
me, Jenny, as it happens to be true. As 
a matter of fact my wife was the girl 
with H. D. Reswick the night before 
last. That’s why they didn’t even stay 
for dinner. She left me earlier this year, 
and I came north. I was the last person 
she expected to see when she walked in- 
to the Drochet.” 


THE MOMENT he told her that he re- 
gretted it. He should have given her as 
few details as possible about Vivien. But 
he wondered if she would have believed 
him; it was to prove a wife’s existence 
that he had felt he must be explicit 
about her. He could feel waves of relief 
break over Jenny and saw her face was 
moist and glistening. 

“Oh, Dick,” she said, “of course I be- 
lieve you're married. Now I realize why 
you never told me you were. What a 
shock it must have been for you the 
night before last.” 

“Nothing to the shock it was to her,” 
he said grimly. ter 

She strained up from her diminutive 
level at him with her shortsighted eyes 
because her glasses kept blurring. 

“I don’t mind being the corespond- 
ent.” she said hoarsely. “I'd glory in it. 
Nothing would make me prouder. Then 
she can divorce you and we can be 
married.” 

Her blatancy was instinctive, which 
lost her any pity she might have had 
from him. She knew intuitively that if 
she gave him the smallest loophole of 
an exit, he would take it, so she left him 
with none. Just as he knew there was no 
point providing her with a way of 
escape: she would not take it. 

“She’s not divorcing me, Jenny,” he 
said. “I'm divorcing her.” 
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“You'll be good as unmarried then.” 

she pointed out, her voice naked as an 
accusation. “You're as good as unmar- 
ried now.” 
“Tl be good as unmarried as you call 
it once the divorce comes through,” he 
said shortly, “but after my experience 
of marriage I won't be thinking of re- 
peating it.” ‘i 

“No, of course not, I can understand 
that, Dick. Not after all you’ve been 
through.” Her breath was beginning to 
get entangled in her voice once more. 
“I can understand you never wanting 
to be married again. I wouldn't expect 
that. I don’t want it. That side of it 
means nothing to me, it’s only a con- 
vention anyway, that’s all. It's you I 
want. I don’t care about anything as 
long as I have you.” 

He need not trouble about her self- 
respect, she had none for him to give 
back to her. 

“Listen Jenny,” he said, speaking with 
some force, as though determined his 
words should reach their target, “what 
you feel for me is nothing more or less 
than a schoolgirl crush.” He mustered 
all his concentration to will her to be- 
lieve that he believed what he was say- 
ing. “I refuse to take it seriously. If this 
whole incident isn’t forgotten one of us 
will have to leave the Drochet, and I 
can assure you it won't be me.” 

He no longer needed to force his per- 
sonality upon her. She knew he meant 
every word of his last sentence; it would 
be she who would have to go, and she 
couldn't go. She could not envisage life 
without him, not seeing him every day, 
being near him. 


HE LEFT HER standing there, hearing 
his own footsteps flattening out behind 
him as he climbed the stone basement 
Stairs. In retrospect the whole scene 
seemed so incredible that he began to 
adjust it to fit it into reality. He had 
been right, it was nothing more or less 
than a schoolgirl crush, Jenny had a 
stultified adolescence about her which 
stood her in the place of a youth she 
had never had. 

But when he saw her again, he had 
an emptied feeling from her, as though 
her emotions had been wrung out to the 
last drop and she were still numb from 
the experience, not at all like a school- 
girl recovering from a crush. Now when 
he had to think of her, he had all the 
irritability of the male who knew he 
could do nothing either for or with her. 

It was to remove himself from her 
orbit that he went out that afternoon. 
He was not a walker; in the past he had 
had to have some reason why he wanted 
to go to a place, when he chose the 
shortest possible route and the quickest 
vehicle to take him there. But today he 
wanted away from Jenny Shields rather 
than to reach anywhere specific, and 
crossed the bridge because that led out 
of, not through, the village. 

Twilight was beginning to filter, and 
the river as it slid below the bridge 
glimmered. He had no wish to follow 
the road and began to climb a bank so 
steep he could not see where he was 
going, with thick undergrowth which 
tried to keep him back, and _ silver 
birches growing where they had seeded. 
Although they were slender light trees, 
now nearly stripped of all their pale 
leaves, they shadowed the path he made 
for himself so that it appeared darker 
than it was. By the time he reached the 
top he felt he had won what he saw. 

There was a virginal quality about 
this region, it was not primeval like 
harsh moorland in whose peaty depths 
were submerged the stumps of prehis- 
toric forests. It had not been wrenched 
asunder by ice or glacier, or endured 
the violence of upheaval as mountain 
and continent shouldered themselves, 
and seas were formed, from deluge and 
waste. It was golden as an age that had 
not suffered from the pains of birth, 


growing pangs or been riven by the 
panic of death. 


HE BEGAN to come up here as often 
as he could. He would hear the wind 
harping through the grasses, whispering 
among bents, and feel the shock of it 
like a battering ram as he strode farther 
afield. Each time he left he promised 
himself he would come back tomorrow, 
whether he knew that were possible or 
not. 

One morning he heard the air noisy 
with burns in spate because it had been 
raining heavily during the past few days. 
Now everything was washed bright, and 
frost sharpened the air. Mr. Gunn had 
told him that day at breakfast that 
Sgur had its first fall of snow. He won- 
dered what it would look like covered 
with snow up here and paused to ima- 


In Fiona’s eyes Dick found forgotten peace. 


gine it. Everything would not be oblit- 
erated by whiteness, as he might once 
have imagined it would be, there would 
be color wherever the ground dipped 
and a shadow fell. 

He heard the patter of footsteps and 
turned to see a brown-and-white spaniel 
run trustingly up to him. He had never 
felt alone here, this place supplied its 
own companionship, but for the first 
time, as he returned the dog’s exuberant 
welcome, he realized his own solitari- 
ness. He had the feeling he had seen 
this spaniel before and looked round 
to trace its owner. Sitting on the lee 
side of a dike, he saw Fiona Thain. 

She waved to him and he waved 
back. He made toward her, and the dog, 
its ears flapping, ran between them as 
though linking them together. She was 
smiling as she watched him approach- 
ing and he was smiling as he neared 
her. She called out, greeting him as 
soon as he was within earshot, and he 
answered her. He noticed their voices 
sounded clarion clear in the purity of 
the atmosphere, and the wind carried 
them far. 

She was sitting on a boulder and he 
threw himself on the ground beside her. 
He felt as unself-conscious with her as 
she was with him. She was dressed in 
blue tweeds and wore no hat. The wind 
from over the dike blew her fair hair 
out at one side in a little tail which 
somehow gave her the look of a mer- 
maid or naiad. 

“That ground must be damp,” she 
remarked, “you shouldn't be sitting on 
it.” 









































































































“I won't come to any harm,” he re- 
plied, “not up here. I couldn't. It’s a 
heavenly place.” His words no longer 
sounded trite in his own ears. “You're 
the first person I’ve ever met here.” 

“Am I?” He liked to be looked at as 
she looked; she saw everyone as much 
an entity as she was herself, without 
comparing or criticizing you in her 
mind, even wondering about you. She 
accepted you as you were. “Do you 
often come up here?” 

“As often as I can—ever since I dis- 
covered it. No one else seems to know 
about it, do they? I like it in the late 
afternoon best, when I step from dusk 
straight into daylight.” 

“We used to come then,” she said, 
“that’s when we liked it best too.” Who 
did she mean by that we—her brother 
or Hew Gunn? “We always thought up 





here was the flat place they told us 
about on the top of the world, and the 
hills were bumps it had got when it 
stopped rolling. That road over there is 
the old drove road.” 

“Where?” He turned precipitately in 
his anxiety not to miss it. “That? It’s 
overgrown now, isn’t it? You only know 
it’s been a path because it’s greener than 
the rest.” 

“You can always tell a drove road, it 
was formed by streams of animals. The 
soil of the Highlands was scanty and 
hungry, and the droves enriched the 
ground as they passed over it. That's 
why a drove road is always greener 
than the hill.” 

He seemed to hear them passing in 
the wind, their feet tripping, stumbling, 
knuckling, he saw their hoofmarks dim- 
pling the wet ground, as they made for 
the ford of the Tark where an inn stood, 
squat as a cottage. 

“Sgur has snow on it this morning,” 
she remarked. 

“Yes,” he replied, “Mr. Gunn called 
it a flaw of snow.” 

“A flaw is the old Scots name for 
blast,” she said. “That's why they call 


anemones flaw-flowers up here, not 
windflowers.” 
He had seen them when he came, 


carpeting a wood on his way to Nor- 
gour, delicate as a snow-flake; it had 
struck him as a frail thing to grow wild. 
As he looked at Fiona Thain he thought 
she was like the flaw-flower that, for all 
its translucent white fragility, knew how 
to withstand the blast. 

She was gazing before her into the 











sky where clouds, dazzling in their 
whiteness, sailed and scudded. They had 
the world to themselves, a felicitous 
world of sky and hilltop. 

The end of her scarf whipped out 
and he caught it, holding it in his hand 
and beginning to separate its fringe, as 
though taking it apart. 

“This is curacao blue,” he announced. 

“Is it?” she asked. The smoothness 
of her brow made her appear to smile. 
she was lit by her own serenity. “I'd 
call it Fair Island blue. They like to use 
only bright colors in the Shetlands when 
they knit to cheer up their long dark 
winters.” 

He saw it in his mind’s eye, the cock- 
tail bar at The Cherry Pie, its different 
bottles, each with its decorative stopper, 
liqueurs glowing like jewels, the walnut 
and amber of sherry, burnished brandy, 
the poison green of absinthe. He wished 
some giant finger would run along all 
the bottles on the shelf of his mind, 
knocking them into oblivion, that he 
need never remember it again. 

“IT was wrong,” he said with unneces- 
sary emphasis. “It’s not curacao blue. 
It's Fair Island blue.” 


THEY WALKED back by the drove 
road which bypassed the steep bank and 
joined the Falla road about a mile’s 
distance from the hotel. They came to 
a burn whose stepping stones were all 
but covered by the recent flooding. They 
were laughing as he splashed his way 
over first, then gave her his hand to 
help her across. 

She was so light he thought she might 
as well have flown; she did not land 
beside him but seemed to hover, as if 
she truly had wings. He caught her in 
his arms and kissed her, as though only 
thus could he prove she were real. 

She was not the first woman he had 
kissed, but she might have been. He felt, 
in this upper air in which he found him- 
self, that she was. Her face against his 
was cold as spring water brimming at 
its source. It was as though he were 
kissing youth, love, beauty, because he 
was kissing her. These things were real 
because she was real. In that moment 
of union, which had nothing fleeting 
about it because it had the fulfillment of 
eternity, all that she was and had was 
his. 

Her brother, who was home for a few 
days, had been visiting a farm while she 
walked on the hills. When they joined 
him, he was standing beside the car, 
drawn up on the grass verge of the 
road. Fiona asked him to drive Dick to 
the Drochet because she had taken him 
out of his way. As they all climbed into 
the shaky car, Dick knew that the 
brother had seen his sister in his arms. 

Not that he cared what Ninian Thain 
had seen or not seen. The vehicle rattled 
and clattered in motion and he realized 
why it was known in the district as the 
Chain merry-go-round. He pointed out 
to Fiona, when they passed, the bank 
he climbed at the side of the road. “It's 
perpendicular,” she said. “If you hadn't 
told me yourself, | wouldn't have be- 
lieved you.” 

“It should be known as Mr. Sadler's 
Leap in the future,” suggested Ninian 
hain, making his first and last contri- 
bution to the comversation. 


HE SAW IT the moment he entered 
the hotel. Jenny had placed it on top of 
the second mail, an envelope addressed 
to him in Vivien’s writing marked Pri- 
vate and Confidential 

He opened it and read it standing. 
Vivien told him that by the time he re- 
ceived her letter she would be on her 
way north. She was coming to Norgour 
only to see him, and would phone him 
on her arrival. 

He fitted her letter back into its enve- 
lope. Obviously she was anxious about 
the divorce. He would put her heart at 


rest on that score; she could not want 
it more than he did. 

He was careful to be near the switch- 
board that evening so that when she 
rang he answered the telephone him- 
self. Their conversation was of the 
briefest: he said he would meet her in 
the lounge of the Station Hotel the fol- 
lowing day at eleven. 

She was not in the public lounge 
creaking with wicker chairs. He made 
his way to the residents’ one, where an 
old woman sat at the fire. 

Vivien was the only other occupant. 


Dick knew they'd been seen. 


She had been sitting watching the door 
for his arrival. As he approached her, 
he thought, we’ve changed places now, 
you and [; I hold your life in my hands, 
you no longer hold mine. 

The appraisal of his gaze hardened 
his face. He was surprised the sight of 
her had so little effect on him. To think 
she had once been able to put him 
through hell. 

She stood up as he reached her; she 
was tall, with a beautiful figure, a man- 
nequin’s figure, he noted now. 

“Dick,” she murmured, “we can't 
talk here.” She indicated the old woman 
at the fire. 

“She can’t possibly hear us at this dis- 
tance,” he said briefly. He sat down op- 
posite where she had been sitting: he 
noticed the ash tray was full of her cig- 
arette ends, each with its hallmark of 
lipstick upon it. “Well,” he demanded, 
“let's get this over and done with. You 
want to see me about the divorce, don't 
you?” 

“Yes,” she said, her voice husky, 
“that’s why I've come. It’s about the di- 
vorce.” 

He knew her now inside out, could 
see right through her, tell when she was 
putting on an act sooner than she could 
herself, but he knew there was no play- 
acting about her hoarsening voice. 

“I’ve instructed Spencer to take pro- 
ceedings as soon as possible,” he told 
her. 

“I know.” she said, speaking with 
some difficulty, “I've heard from him. 
That's why I've come Dick, I don't want 
a divorce.” 

“You don't want a divorce.” It was as 
though he thought repetition would 
knock sense into the words. He stared 
at her and saw her large eyes, bluer 
than ever because they were tear-filled, 
were looking at him appealingly. “Then 
what do you want, Vivien?” 

“Marriage with you, Dick. Just as we 
were before.” What he was feeling must 
have chilled his features, for she added 
quickly, “At the beginning, I mean. We 
were happy then. Why can't we be 
happy again?” 





“Because rather a lot has happened 
since then,” he replied, speaking with 
some force, as though he could not 
oversimplify it for her. “You can’t have 
new beginnings with shoddy wornout 
ends.” 

“I love you, Dick,” she managed to 
say, her drowned-looking eyes still fixed 
on him, as though in her extremity she 
would convey with them what she could 
never by words. “The moment I saw 
you in the hotel that evening, I knew 
that.” 

His smile was not a smiie at all. 

“Unfortunate time and place to reach 
such a decision,” he remarked. “What 
about the famous novelist? You ruined 
your marriage with me for his sake. 
Hasn't he any rights, in your scheme of 
things?” 

“I regretted it the moment I went 
away with him. I knew what a mistake 
I'd made. Then when I saw you in that 
hotel—” 

“What did you regret?” he cut her 
short. “And how did you know it was 
a mistake?” 


HER FINGERS began to twist through 
her necklace, a characteristic she had 
when disturbed. Her necklace was a 
pearl one which he did not recognize. 
Dispassionately he thought if Vivien 
were wearing pearls they must be the 
real thing. He noticed she wore his en- 
gagement and wedding rings. Tactful of 
her, he commented to himself without 
heat, but she had probably worn them 
all along, not put them on for his bene- 
fit. She could scarcely go about in the 
role of a man’s wife without the requi- 
site rings. 

“He wasn't you, Dick,” she said un- 
steadily. “I found out to my cost, he 
wasn't you.” 

“Why to your cost? You said in your 
letter my fiendish temper had driven 
you away from me, that I had made it 
impossible for you to live with me any 
longer. After such an experience, surely 
the more unlike your lover was to your 
onetime husband the better for you.” 

“That's what I mean. I couldn't have 
chosen anyone more unlike you, Dick, 
and it was only when I discovered how 
unlike you he was, that I realized for 
the first time how wonderful you were— 
are. You put me first.” Stonily he re- 
garded her. “H.D. never thinks of any- 
one but himself.” Her lashes, wet with 
tears, gummed together, which was 
more effective than any make-up could 
have made them. That was where 
Vivien scored, he thought as coldly as 
though he were looking at a picture in 
a magazine. 

“I Know now what it means when 
people say someone’s wrapped up in 
themselves. He is; it’s like a cocoon 
round him. And the terrible thing about 
him is, Dick, that when you do reach 
him, he isn’t what you'd expect a genius 
to be, godlike, big with brains, gener- 
ous, but small and paltry and mean. 
Not about money, he spends lavishly 
on his own creature comforts.” 

That would include you, reflected 
Dick, looking at her pearls. As though 
she connected with his thought, her 
glance wavered. “But about things, 
other people,” she continued swiftly. 
“He can't bear equality. He has to be 
the one always. He hadn't a book out 
in September but because Linklater or 
Priestly, it was one of those topnotch- 
ers, got the Book Society Choice, his 
spleen and rancor knew no bounds.” 

Impassively Dick listened to her. 
Vivien had always been able to talk to 
him; the habit obviously prevailed. He 
could see so well what had happened. 
The well-known novelist, with all the 
insecurity of the self-made man with 
the ingrained selfishness of the born 
bachelor, partnering a woman accus- 
tomed to the centre of her particular 
small stage. In such circumstances it 
would be Vivien, not the trained old- 


stager, who would find herself in the 
wings. 

“Aren't you going to smoke, Dick?” 
he heard her ask diffidently. 

“No thanks,” he returned. “I'm a pipe 
man now.” He flipped the lighter to- 
ward her and leaned back in his chair. 
“It has never struck you, has it,” he 
enquired, “that I might no longer care 
for you?” 

“You once did,” she reminded him. 
“If only you will give me another 
chance, it will come back. I swear it 
will. What we were in the past to each 
other we can be again.” 

He gave a laugh damaging in its 
shortness. 

“Never,” he said, with the under- 
emphasis of certainty. “I just don’t hap- 
pen to love you any longer, Vivien. 
rhere’s nothing left on my side to re- 
vive.” 

“But there is on mine, Dick,” she 
choked, “all the love in the world. It 
will never happen again, I hate to think 
of it, what I put you through, even be- 
fore—” 

“Even before you left me?” He sup- 
plied the words she seemed to have diffi- 
culty in finding. He stretched himself. 
“Don’t think anything more about that, 
Vivien. I certainly don't. It’s a bad debt 
as far as I'm concerned. It canceled 
itself when you canceled yourself out 
of my life.” 

“But I don’t want to be canceled out 
of your life, Dick. It was only when I 
saw you at that country hotel as a 
manager that I realized what I had cost 
you.” 

He looked at her, sharp with interest. 
She saw he was really smiling now, 
broadly. 

“Yes, Vivien,” he encouraged, “when 
you saw me at that hotel as manager, 
what did you feel?” 

“I felt terrible, Dick.” Her hands were 
tightly clasped on top of the small glass- 
topped table between them. “It was all 
because of me you had to take an in- 
ferior position like that.” 

His lids flickered over his eyes and 
he seemed to withdraw from her be- 
hind them as, still smiling, he looked 
down. 

“Surely not because of you,” he de- 
murred. “You: weren't responsible for 
the failure of The Cherry Pie, were 
you?” 

“Perhaps not,” she said, a little du- 
biously, “just as | wasn’t responsible for 
its success when it did do well. But I 
wasn't beside you when it failed, was 
1? Dick”—she leaned even nearer to 
him in her yearning to penetrate that 
amused mask of his face—"“let’s begin 
another Cherry Pie together, really to- 
gether this time, just as we always plan- 
ned about the other one.” 

“God forbid,” he ejaculated from his 
heart. 

“Do listen to me,” she pleaded. “We 
could make a success of it between us. 
I know we could.” 

“A second Cherry Pie is quite the last 
thing I ever wish to perpetrate,” he said 
concisely. 

“But why not?” 

“You and I will be doing nothing to- 
gether now, Vivien, not even quarreling. 
When you left me, we parted once and 
for all. After all, you’re not a child. 
You must have known what you were 
doing, it was your own choice. Because 
it hasn't turned out as you expected it 
to turn out really concerns no one but 
yourself. That’s your problem, no one 
else’s, and it’s about time, Vivien, you 
began dealing with your own problems.” 

“Help me, Dick,” she said brokenly, 
“for the love you once bore me, help 
me. 

“How do you mean, help you?” he 
demanded. 

“By not doing anything further about 
a divorce. Let's forget everything and 
make a new beginning.” 
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He pushed back his chair and rose 

“You're asking too much of me, 
Vivien. You’re asking me for something 
I no longer have to give you. I couldn't 
take up our life together again. The 
divorce is going through.” 

He was conscious she was studying 
him, as though she wete seeing him in 
a certain light for the first time. 

“Have you been at that Highland 
hotel all the time?” she enquired. “I 
mean ever since The Cherry Pie?’ 

“All the time,” he replied, thinking 
what a bad day it would be for him 
when he couldn't say all the time in 
relation to the Drochet Arms. “Well, 
good-by Vivien,” he said. 

“I could never say good-by to you, 
Dick.” 

He was unable to let her away with 
that. 

“Oh yes, you could.” he reminded 
her. “Don’t you remember? When you 
left a letter for me on your dressing 
table.” 

As he made his way down the length 
of the room the astonishing realization 
reached him that, as she watched him 
go, she was thinking. He won't leave 
me—not Dick—he’ll turn just at the 
end and come back 

The swing door bumped behind him, 
cutting him off from her. 


HE NEED never think of her again. By 
think, he meant allow her to take up 
any part of his mind. His divorce would 
go through and, as Jenny Shields had 
expressed it. he would be as good as 
unmarried. He was. as she had also 
pointed out, as good as unmarried now, 
free to let his mind range where it 
willed, and his mind returned of its own 
accord to those uplands with their 
grassy hillocks where he had kissed 
Fiona Thain. 

He would feel again the sweetness of 
her face against his lips — it was only 
yesterday that he had kissed her for 
the first time, yet there was the fulfill 
ment of a lifetime in the memory 

But he would have to tell Mr. Gunn 
about his marriage; he felt slightly un- 


tainly think I should have been told 
Why wasn’t I?” 

“Because I took it for granted, Mr 
Spencer had already done so. My wife 
left me, you see, just at the time our 
roadhouse failed. I knew he would tell 
you about the roadhouse, and I thought 
he would tell you about my wife at the 
same time. I only realized you didn't 
know the first morning I was here.” 

“Then was the time to have told me 

“I didn’t see any point doing that.” 
He was worried and he frowned when 
he was worried; his black brows drawn 
together made him look bad-tempered 
He met his employer's gaze across the 
hearth. “I didn’t like it here at first, I 
didn’t like it at all. I thought I could 
never bear it. I made up my mind that 
first night that I was going to leave as 
soon as ever I could—that meant giving 
a month’s notice.” 

“Well, and why didn't you?” 

“Because I thought things would be 
as bad anywhere,” Dick said truthfully 
“So I stayed. But I see now the place. 
everything about it, you, had begun to 
take a hold of me even as early as that.” 
His voice jerked. “This is the first home 
I've ever had. You don’t want to leave 
your home. not when it has taken you 
over thirty years to find it.” 

“I Knew something ailed you at the 
beginning,” remarked Mr. Gunn. resum- 
ing his lighting-up operations. “I thought 
it would be a love affair—because you 
were not married. I never thought to 
think it was because you were. Why 
should your wife leave you?” 

“She went away with another man,” 
said Dick, looking into the fire. “She 
turned up at the Drochet with him 
by accident. He's the novelist. H. D 
Reswick. That’s why they left so hur- 
riedly—lI was the last person they ex- 
pected to see. Yet when I saw her with 
him I found | didn’t want her any long 
er. I wanted rid of her. We've just 
changed places now. she and I, for I 
met her this morning at the Station 
Hotel. She wants to come back to me.” 

“And what did you say?” 

“Say?” said Dick, surprised at the 


“Only technically,” Dick admitted 
sharply. “Figuratively she stopped being 
my wife when she went away with an- 
other man.” 

“Figuratively and literally she was 
still your wife when she went away with 
another man,” said Mr. Gunn. “That 
was what made it wrong.” 

“She has given me more than suffi 
cient grounds for divorce,” Dick heard 
himself say weakly 

“But you're not divorcing her because 
of these sufficient grounds. You're di 
vorcing her because you want rid of 
her. if you no longer love her. the 
inadequacy is surely yours, not hers.” 

“IT just can’t swallow that.” Dick said 
impatiently. “I’m not the complacent 
husband type. The only reason she 
wants back to me is because a famous 
novelist didn’t turn out explosive as 
fireworks with genius as she imagined 
he would be. Her return to me would 
simply help her out temporarily and no 
more. The old scenes between us would 
begin all over again, and the next thing 
would be she would be away with some 
one else.” 

“To believe that saves you getting 
down to the difficult task of seeing that 
this time your marriage doesn't faii. I 
think you should write and tell her you 
are willing to have her back, with no 
reproaches on either side. She could 
come here as soon as possible Ws 

“Here?” echoed Dick. He felt hol 
lowed, winded, at the thought 

“This is your home, isn’t it?” replied 
Mr. Gunn. “Where your work is.” He 
leaned to put the box of matches he was 
stull holding on the ledge beside him 
‘I always expected the manager I en 
gaged to be married. and there are 
plenty of facilities to be by yourselves 
here until. if you preferred it, you find 
a house.” 

“Mr. Gunn,” Dick said harshly, “it's 
impossible for me to have Vivien here 
or anywhere. I’m in love with someone 
else. 

His employer never answered imme 
diately, because he gave himself time to 
think over what was said to him. Dick 





They walked past carts and rolling fields, sharing a new joy. 


comfortable as he realized that was 
something his employer should have 
been told long ago. He made up his 
mind to break the news to him after 
dinner when they were together in his 
sitting room, and waited while Gracie 
cleared the table before leaving them 
alone. 

“Mr. Gunn,” he began, awkwardness 
making him sound curt, “I think I 
should tell you I'm a married man.” 

His employer was puffing his pipe 
alight, cupping the bow! with a careful 
hand. Dick watched him bring his mind 
back from what he was contemplating 
to consider what was being said to him. 

“You're a married man?” he ques- 
tioned, and Dick saw him look what he 
sounded, highly displeased. “Yes, I cer- 


question. “The only thing I could, that 
everything was finished between us.” 

“But it isn’t you know, is it?” Mr 
Gunn never wasted words by using 
forms of expression; now when he said 
“you know” he meant Dick knew 

“Of course I know it’s finished,” re- 
pudiated Dick. his words flurrying in his 
haste to get them out. “For one thing” 
rashly he searched for proof and 
used the first that came to mind—"I 
naturally don't love her any longer.” 

He saw Mr. Gunn considering him as 
he reflectively turned over his words in 
his mind. 

“Whether you love her or not makes 
no alteration to the fact that you're still 
married to her,” he said at last. “She is 
your wife.” 





knew he must have a very shrewd idea 
with whom he was in love 

“The fact that you care for someone 
else does not automatically rid you of 
responsibility to your wife,” he pointed 
out 

Carefully Dick avoided looking at 
him 

“Our generation. Vivien’s and mine 
I mean, don't feel bound in the same 
way as you do,” he said, speaking as 
casually as he could. “You take things 
like marriage seriously up here, but 
down south people are different.” 

He heard the chimney-locked oceans, 
hurricanes of wind, a universe of echoes 
toppling. circling and spiraling in the 
hollow vent 

“I would remind you,” said Mr. 


Gunn, “that you are up here right now.” 

Alone in his room that night, he 
wrote to Fiona Thain, asking her if 
she would see him. He lay awake until 
what must have been the small hours 
of the morning, listening to the minute 
creaking night sounds, each distinct in 
the silence, of the old house, the sudden 
cracks, the windy sighs, the beat of steps 
that neither came nor went 

Would Fiona see him? What if she 
would not? Again he relived the mo 
ment when he held her in his arms, as 
though to sweeten, make bearable the 
gap while he waited for her reply. If 
he could only see her; no matter what 
came of their meeting, he would have 
the joy of being with her, the closeness 
of her presence. He could not, dare not 
hope for more than that 

It was his morning to go to Norgour 
to see certain tradespeople about the 
week's catering needs. He was about to 
post his letter to Fiona before he left, 
when it struck him that if he expressed 
it she would receive it within an hour 
Instead of putting it through the pillar 
box, he went out to take it to the post 
office 

He felt as though seas had passed 
over him. This was quite different to 
what he had endured when Vivien left 
him: that had been something that had 
gnawed perpetually at him. He realized 
now his love for Vivien had been mostly 
if not wholly physical. This experience 
included every part of his being, it did 
not drain so much as purge him. The 
seas might have passed over him but he 
was left standing 

“A phone call for you from Miss 
Thain Jenny Shields greeted him on 
his return. He turned when he heard 
the tone in which she spoke to him and 
noticed her face looked like an India 
rubber ball. in which her eyes and 
mouth had disappeared into mere slits 
‘She wanted to speak to you Her 
voice was VICIOUS But I just told her 
you were at Norgour, probably meeting 
your wife 

He did not give her the satisfaction 
of taking her up but continued to stare 
at her. Trapped by his measuring gaze 
she now looked everywhere but at him 

“What message did Miss Thain leave 
for me?” he demanded 

“She said she'd expect you at The 
Law tonight about eight.” She flung the 
words at him, as though to rid herself 
of them as quickly as possible 

He did not go into his office but went 
upstairs to his room. One took for 
granted a plain woman would be nice 
“a sport,” by the law of recompense 
just as one took for granted the amia 
bility of the stout. Jenny was anything 
but nice. He should have realized that 
instead of taking anything for granted 
in his typically masculine lazy way 
Fiona knew from someone else he was 
married, what he had meant to tell her 
himself tonight 


IT WAS A dark night. He had never 
known anything like the darkness up 
here. Chisling was a village but its main 
thoroughfare was comparatively well 
lit: these country roads were not lit at 
all. Once in the grounds, the avenue 
banked with its secretive rhododendron 
bushes, was like a tunnel, and the house 
beyond it, with some of its windows lit 
honeycombed the blackness. The in 
terior of the house, after the fierce in 
tensity of outside, seemed mellow with 
light and warmth and the presence of its 
unseen inhabitants 

He was taken upstairs and realized 
as he walked down the long corridor 
that he was being shown to the room 
where he had had tea with the children 
“I'll know,” he thought, “the moment 
I see her. I'll know 

The manservant announced him and 
withdrew, and he found himself alone 
in the room with her. She was sitting 
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in a low rocking chair on the hearth. 
As she turned to look at him the fire- 
light spun her fair hair behind her into 
a web of silver. He remembered she 
had been outlined against the window 
when he saw her in the room before 
Always she caught the light. 

He had the feeling when he looked 
at her of someone beyond his compre- 
hension brought within his ken. That 
was love, he thought, it bridged the gulf 
between you and the unknowable. He 
went up to her before either spoke. The 
silence of the room was such that he 
heard her sigh, light as a breath 

They held each other's gaze, as 
though they spoke with, their eyes 
Never before had he felt with anyone 
the intimacy he felt with this girl, there 
were no secrets separating them. What 
she was belonged to him, what was his 


“Yes,” he said, “I'm taking her back.” 

He saw her profile against the light of 
the fire. Her face had an embalmed 
look, and he found himself thinking 
with a painful clarity that so she would 
have looked when, at the end of the 
war, she heard Hew Gunn had been 
killed. 


THE THAINS left, to spend Christmas 
and New Year in the south with the 
brother Ninian. Fiona had told him that 
was what they always did; he felt he 
would have known even if she had not 
told him, as though, through her, he be- 
longed to the family. 

His memories were the only thing 
he had and he wrapped himself in them 
“There’s no finishing to it.” Mr. Gunn 
remarked when the snow came. Dick 
knew he would always remember Fiona 





“We could go together.” 


was hers; the union between them was 
so complete they needed no words for 
communion 

He bent down and took her in his 
arms; as he found her lips, such ardor 
swept through him to her and thrilled 
from her to him that they might have 
been the one instrument played by the 
same hand. 

She drew herself from him at last 
The fairness of her skin gave it the 
fragility of a petal. He felt if he were 
blind, he could hold her face in his 
hand and trace it with a touch as pene- 
trating as sight—brow, mouth and eye- 
lid. 

“You're married, Dick, aren't you?” 
she asked 

“Yes.” he said, and he could have 
wished himself dumb that he need not 
say it, “I'm married.” 

“The receptionist 
wife to me.” 

“She told me she had told you. I was 
going to tell you tonight. I should have 
told you before.” 

“I don’t see when you had the oppor 
tunity,” she replied. “I don’t see why 
you should have told me before.” 

Her directness was more masculine 
than feminine; he realized that was one 
of her characteristics that made her dif- 
ferent from the other women he had 
met. She would never equivocate 

“She left me for another man,” he 
said, “I ran a roadhouse after the war.” 
It could all pack into one or two sen- 
tences, yet his words were lame with 
reluctance. If he could only push it from 
him, shut it up in the past, his and 
Vivien’s life together. It was Fiona 
Thain he loved, and would love 

He heard his own voice in the room 
break up the silence that tried to gather 
between every sentence, halting as 
though it were the last. When she spoke, 
her voice seemed to stir the stillness 

“You're taking her back, aren't you 
Dick?” 


mentioned youl 
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said Mr. Gunn. 


Thain, because there was no finishing 
to his love for her: it was greater than 
the pain of parting. 

Jenny Shield’s attitude to him now 
was one of pretended indifference. 
which she conveyed by just stopping 
short of being pert. Her love for the 
manager had turned into active dislike. 
which Dick felt was a_ healthier re- 
action. for he could cope with her emo- 
tions of vindictive spleen by forcing her 
to contain them. 

He felt bemused when he thought: 
Jenny will have to be told when Vivien 
joins me, everyone will have to be told. 
He knew Jenny would be the only one 
affected by the news. Such an eventu- 
ality had never entered her mind, and 
he wondered if it would not come to 
her in the nature of solution because it 
would cut him off from the potentiality 
of Fiona Thain. 

Sometimes his mind would come to 
a dead stop as he thought of Vivien 
here. What would she make of it all? 
His mind seemed to shut when he 
thought of taking up married life, and 
he wondered if it were his reluctance 
to resume their old relationship that 
made him incapable of visualizing her 
at Drochet. He had forced himself at 
last to write and tell her he would be 
taking her back, he knew one day it 
would happen, she would be here, but 
the days while he waited were precious 
as respite. 

“I have never seen my son’s grave in 
France.” Mr. Gunn remarked one after- 
noon as they were driving home after 
purchasing supplies in Norgour. His 
conversation grew so naturally out of 
his thought that nothing he said sound- 
ed startling or irrelevant. “I have always 
promised myself that I would go.” 

It was the first time he had mention- 
ed his son to Dick, but the younger man 
knew the older one was unaware of 
that. 

“Yes,” he said carefully, “you'll have 


to go. Now I am here, you can go any 
time.” 

“I was not thinking of that,” replied 
Mr. Gunn. “I was thinking we could go 
together.” 

Instinctively Dick realized that he felt 
old and in the need of company for 
such a journey. 

“Yes.” he replied. “we could go to- 
gether. What month did you think of?” 
He knew Mr. Gunn would have every- 
thing thought out before he spoke. 
“February? Ill see to our passports and 
tickets then for February.” 


BY THE TIME they reached Drochet, 
its street lamps were already lit and 
darkness had begun to fur roof and 
chimney stack. Dick garaged the car 
and when he entered the hotel felt his 
face chill in its sudden warmth. That 
was the moment he knew it had hap- 
pened: there was a letter from Vivien. 

“Mr. Sadler.” Jenny Shields greeted 
him from reception, “it’s just to tell 
you.” Avidly she watched his face, not 
sure what her news would convey to 
him, whether she could score over him 
by its delivery. or the reverse, so she 
protracted the telling of it as long as 
possible, to feel her power. “That Mrs. 
Sadler is waiting for you in the little 
drawing room.” 

It took only an instant for it to hap- 
pen. He realized that since he had writ- 
ten to Vivien he had been living on 
borrowed time. The life he wanted, the 
life he would never have now, was con- 
sumed in that instant, like a burnt-out 
cinder still its original shape, which dis- 
appears into dust at a breath. 

“Darling!” 

She was standing when he entered. 
She had not heard him until the door 
opened, and she seemed to spring, as 
though his coming had released some- 
thing in her that had been tightly coil- 
ed. The next moment she was standing 
so close to him they touched, looking 
into his face. 

“Darling,” she said again. 

“Hullo, Vivien,” he replied, smiling 
into her eyes, and he managed to give 
her a hug. 

He sensed at once something was 
wrong, and realized she had expected 
him to kiss her—as he used to kiss her. 

“What a day I’ve put in.” she said. 
“I've been waiting for you here since 
morning.” 

“IT was at Norgour.” he answered. “I 
never expected you to arrive like this 
— I thought you would write first.” 

She moved away from him, and went 
toward the fire. 

“Where was the point waiting.” she 
stated rather than asked in her positive 
way. “Surely the thing was for me to 
join you first. Discussion should come 
after, not before.” She put her hand on 
the veined marble mantelpiece. her face 
exulting as she looked at him. “I told 
H.D. the truth, exactly why I was leav- 
ing him. That's something he’s not like- 
ly to put into a book.” she said. 

He sat down in one of the chintz- 
covered armchairs. Vivien could be vin- 
dictive—he had forgotten that. But he 
would have to accept her characteristics. 
as there was plenty about him she would 
have to accept. Marriage was like a 
locket, he thought. The outsider saw 
husband and wife only when it was 
open and their pictures sprang apart, 
but inside man and woman were locked 
in upon each other, face to face. Was it 
to be wondered at that such close prox- 
imity made for disproportion when 
neither saw eye to eye, nor felt heart to 
heart? Then foibles glared like vices. 
and each became the other's victim. 

He threw another log on the fire and 
watched the flame run up its rough 
bark. That musn’t happen between him 
and Vivien, they must not simply rub 
along together, but accompany each 
other. 


She knelt swiftly beside him, her 
hands on his knees. 

“Oh, darling.” she said, “how I’m 
longing for it—you and I to be together, 
just as we used to be. I'm going to be 
of such help to you this time, real help. 
I promise you IJ] pull my weight—in 
every way. When is the soonest you can 
leave here and we can really and truly 
begin?” 

Her question took him so much by 
surprise that momentarily he was bereft 
of speech. 

“Leave here?” he echoed, astounded. 
“I'm not leaving here.” 

She sat back on her heels to see him 
better. 

“Don't be silly. You can’t possibly 
stay. What’s there to keep you for one 
thing?” 

“More than one thing, Vivien,” he 
told her. “The most important is my 
job.” 

“Your job! What a job —the paid 
manager of a second-rate hotel in the 
backwoods of Scotland.” 

“The Drochet Arms is not second- 
rate, whatever The Cherry Pie was.” 

Color unevenly splashed her face as 
it was borne in upon her he meant what 
he said. 

“What future is there for you here?” 
It was her turn to demand, irritable that 
they were wasting time discussing what 
to her was out of the question. 

“I know where I am,” he replied 
evasively. “That's good enough for me.” 

She was staring at him in a concen- 
trated way, her mouth moved before 
she spoke. 

“And what about me?” she asked. 

“Well, what about you, Vivien?” His 
words sounded flat compared to hers 
charged with intensity. “You want our 
marriage to continue, you want to come 
back to me. This is my home, so natu- 
rally youll join me here and make it 
yours.” 

She was angry now and looked it, 
everything about her heightened. 

“Have you taken complete leave of 
your senses?” she enquired. 


HIS MIND was busy as it tried to clear 
itself of what he had expected and dwell 
on the impression she had received. In 
the Norgour hotel he had told her the 
divorce was going through, then he had 
written saying he was prepared to have 
her back. She had read, not unnatural- 
ly, between the lines of his businesslike 
letter that he found he could not live 
without her. Obviously she had never 
contemplated he meant it literally when 
he told her to join him at Drochet. 

“No.” he said, “I haven't taken leave 
of my senses. I never dreamt you would 
misread my letter. I meant exactly what 
I wrote in it. | thought that was what 
you wanted.” 

“How can you say you ever thought 
I would like to live here?” 

“I imagined,” he said slowly, “from 
what you told me at Norgour that day 
that where we lived would be of sec- 
ondary importance.” 

“Of course it is of secondary import- 
ance, but that’s not to say it isn’t im- 
portant. After all, there’s nothing forc- 
ing us to stay here. You can't tell me 
one reason why we should. And don’t 
trouble repeating about your job.” Her 
voice rose. “As though a_ twopenny- 
ha’penny job ties you anywhere.” 

“I was lucky to find what you term 
a twopenny-ha’penny job,” he returned. 
“Its a place in a thousand.” He would 
like to have said a thousand’s thousand, 
but her exaggeration had the effect on 
him of underemphasis. “What do you 
suggest I should do?” 

“Start another Cherry Pie,” she said 
instantly. 

“Heavens, Vivien,” he expostulated, 
“you're not still harping on that string, 
are you? I told you at Norgour that’s 
Out of the question.” 
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“It isn’t out of the question, it isn’t.” 
she said heatedly. “I have seen the very 
place for us.” . 

“Where?” he rapped out. 

“At Romhurst —it could be made 
perfect, Dick, with renovation. A collec- 
tion of small houses all stuck together. 
I'd love it. We'll get Alyce Poole to 
design the china and I've thought of the 
name for it and everything — Bouquet 
Garni.” 

“And where would you get 
clientele from at Romhurst?” 

“It's no deeper in the country than 
Chisling.” 

“Chisling’s on the main coast road. 
Romhurst isn’t. You wouldn't even get 
passing traffic, for nothing passes. Your 
nearest centre is a cathedral town, the 
bulk of whose inhabitants will be re- 
tired men and women living on pensions 
and annuities.” 

“We could work it up. Get known. I 
know it would do well. I feel it. Let's 
at least try it.” 

“I've had one failure on my hands, 
thank you. I’m not inviting another.” 

Animosity sharpened her face. “You 
can’t have imagined, even for a moment, 
that I would live here with you,” she 
stated, every word intent with feeling. 

“I certainly thought that was what 
you were prepared to do.” But even as 
he spoke he realized that he must have 
been influenced by Mr. Gunn's accept- 
ance that she would. Mr. Gunn, who 
did not Know Vivien, had had no doubts 
that his wife would join him at Drochet. 

Intuitively Vivien knew he was speak- 
ing the truth. 

“But Dick,” she cried. “what is there 
for me to do here? You must admit this 
place is impossible. Look at it.” 

“IT am looking,” he assured her. “I 
thought the same as you when I came 
at first, I made up my mind to leave as 
soon as possible. Now I wouldn't leave 
for anything. It — sort of takes a hold 
on you.” 

Her eyes narrowed. “I'll tell you one 
thing.” she said, “it could never take a 
hold of me.” His silence infuriated her. 
“You must see it’s a deadly place. Stuck 
at the back of beyond. No shops or any- 
thing.” 

“There are no shops as you know 
them at Chisling or Rombhurst,” he 
pointed out. 

“You can get out of Chisling and 
Romhurst.” Her eyes were pricked with 
tears. “They’re near other places. You're 
not cut off from everything and every- 
where. You might as well be buried up 
here. I'd hate it. I couldn't stand it. 
What life would it be for me?” 

“I don’t feel I'm buried. I feel I'm 
living as I never felt | was at The 
Cherry Pie.” 

“And that’s another thing.” she 
rounded on him, sweeping aside what 
he said in her impetus. “The Cherry Pie 
was a background for me, just as Bou- 
quet Garni is to be. There was always 
something going on there, someone 
about to speak to. But this hotel place 
is dead as bones. I'd die of melancholy 
here.” 

He became aware of the wind growl- 
ing in the chimney, of the poor light- 
ing. the hushed quiet of the room 

“It grows on you after a bit,” he 
said, his face troubled. “There’s a 
rhythm about country life you don’t get 
in a town.” 

“I don’t object to the country. Chis- 
ling was in the country and [ liked 
that.” 

“You grumbled about Chisling plenty 
while we were there,” he reminded her, 
“and The Cherry Pie.” 

“And I'd love Romhurst. That’s Eng- 
land. What is there in Scotland for me, 
for either of us? Think of the climate 
alone. When it’s not freezing you into 
blocks of ice, it’s rain, rain, raining.” 

He thought of veils of rain flying 
lightly before the wind along the Falla 
road. 


your 
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“This part is supposed to have the 
highest proportion of sunshine in the 
whole of Britain,” he vouchsafed. 

__ “Has it?” she gibed. “It can keep it. 
There's nothing but scenery here, and 
far too much of that. Nothing happens. 
It’s all so dull.” 

He thought of a shorn hayfield har- 
vest-ripe through the mist, of leaves so 
bright in autumn they gave out an illu- 
mination. Of light brushing only the 
tops of everything on a certain sunshiny 
day, and on others baring the land- 
scape, annihilating shadows. He remem- 
bered the thunder green of grass and 
tree before a summer storm, and the 
uplands where he had met Fiona. 

“You do see it’s impossible for me to 
live here, don’t you, Dick?” she 
saying insistently. 

He moved in his chair, as though 
shaking himself free of his thoughts. 
“Well, Vivien,” he said, “if it’s im- 
possible for you to live here, what do 
you propose to do?” 

“Let’s go south—I don’t care where 
it is so long as it’s England. At least see 
the place at Rombhurst, Dick. That's 
only fair. You can't tell about it until 
you've seen it.” 

He met her gaze and held it. “I'm not 
leaving here,” he said. 

She stood up so that she was looking 
down at him. “You can’t care for me,” 
she said, balancing her words, “when 
you're not prepared to do the smallest 
thing for my sake.” 

“IL am prepared to have you back.” 

There was great brilliance about her 
looks. He noticed now she changed 
color, which made her face unsteady, 
that her lips looked unusually bright 
and her eyes as if about to spill, as 
though the color photograph had moved 
slightly. 

“On your own terms,” 
her voice hard. 

“You would certainly have to join 
me here.” he replied. “This is my 
home.” 

“You don’t deny that you are no 
longer in love with me,” she burst out 
“Why did you write that letter? How 
dare you write to tell me everything 
was going to be the same when you 
knew perfectly well it wasn’t.” 

“I never wrote and said everything 
was going to be the same. We'll both 
have to change, Vivien, or the same 
thing will happen over again—we’'ll find 
our marriage on the rocks.” 

“I naturally thought you were still in 
love with me. I naturally thought you 
wanted me back. H.D. was prepared to 
marry me, once our divorce went 
through, but I never thought of anyone 
except you when I got your letter. I've 
sacrificed everything to come back to 
you.” 

“You told me at Norgour that you 
preferred me to ... H.D. You told me 
it was really me you loved. If that’s true 
then there should be little sacrifice join- 
ing me here.” 


Was 


she charged, 


“I'm not coming back to you, Dick. 
All I ask from you now ts a divorce as 
quickly as possible.” Her breath was 
coming and going in short, hard pants, 
as though she had been running. He 
saw her feeding her hate as she fixed 
him with her gaze, he heard when she 
spoke that she was beside herself. Wild- 
ly she ranged for some weapon, any 
weapon, with which she could reach 
and hurt him. “You used to ask me if 
there had been someone else — ” 

He rose to his feet. She was tall but 
beside his commanding height she look- 
ed slight. 

“Stop it, Vivien,” he ordered. “Stop 
it. | don’t want to hear — ~ 

“You will listen,” she said harshly. 
“I'll make you listen. I lied when I used 
to say there hadn't been. There was. 
John Bellinger. After all, I owed him 
something didn’t I? I dropped him when 
I met you.” 


Her strength seemed to peter out as 
she strained up at him. She felt as 
though she were made of chopsticks, 
and the wind had come. She knew then 
she could no longer reach him even with 
her hate. 


HE STOOD in the doorway of the sit- 
ting room to tell Mr. Gunn he was back 
after driving Vivien to Norgour. It was 
snowing Outside and the shoulders of 
his dark coat were sprinkled with white 
flakes. 

“You look as though you had been 
far places,” remarked Mr. Gunn. 

“It came on when I was coming back 
over Dinwinnet,” he replied. “The Allt- 
nan-Coile shepherd says it’s on for the 
night.” 

He returned after taking off his coat 
and sat in his chair on the opposite side 
of the hearth. He drew his tobacco 
pouch out of his pocket, a little fum- 
blingly, aware the older man was wait- 
ing for him to tell him in his own time 
what had happened. 

“She didn’t stay.” Dick said at last 
As that was obvious, the other made no 
remark. “She misread my letter,” he 
continued, “When I wrote and told her 
there were to be no reproaches and to 
come to Drochet, she expected her stay 
here would be of the shortest, that we 
would go south together almost immedi- 
ately and start another Cherry Pie.” 

Mr. Gunn was still considering him 
“And what did you say?” 

“I said I wasn't leaving here.” 

“Why not?” 

“I like it,” said Dick, trying to put 
what he felt into words. “I haven't been 
here a year but I feel for the first time 
in my life as though I had roots.” 

“But your wife isn’t prepared to join 
you?” 

“No,” said Dick, “she isn’t. I might 
have known she wouldn't be. She wants 
me to divorce her.” 

“And you will be doing that?” asked 
Mr. Gunn. 

“Yes,” said Dick, “Ill divorce her.” 

Outside, beyond the curtains, the 
snow was eddying down soundlessly, 
drifting on the wind, staring white 
where it had begun to lie, each flake 
mooning blindly up at the windowpane 
as it flattened itself against it 


“Your wife — she didn’t think she 
would like it here?” enquired Mr. Gunn 

“She felt sure she wouldn't,” said 
Dick 


“But she would have had you,” the 
other pointed out thoughtfully. 
“L wouldn't make all the difference to 


“Stop it, Vivien,” he said. 
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her,” said Dick. “She prefers anyone in 
England to me in Scotland.” 

Mr. Gunn's hand opened and shut 
the book he was about to read on the 
arm of the chair. 

“She wouldn't want to be the wife of 
a manager,” he remarked. “She would 
prefer it if you had a place of your 
own.” 

“It’s the place that counts,” said Dick. 
“It doesn’t matter if it's your own or 
not. | would far rather be manager here 
than own a whole chain of Cherry 
Pies.” 

“I'm glad you feel like that,” said Mr. 
Gunn. “For I altered my will leaving 
you the Drochet.” 

It was as though every door in the 
building opened of its own accord and 
excitement rushed along each creaking 
passage, came whirling down the break- 
neck stairs. 

“Mr. Gunn,” Dick heard himself say 
when he could find his voice, “why are 
you doing this for me?” 

“I like you about the place,” said Mr. 
Gunn, opening his book and hanging 
the marker carefully over the arm of 
the chair. “The Drochet means a great 
deal to me, and I have no one of my 
own to leave it to now. It settles me to 
think of you being here to bide.” 


THE SNOW drifted dike-high, and 
snowplows had to keep the Falla road 
open. Feet deep, it covered the veined 
earth, building a new world on top of 
it, a world with its own contours and 
forms, which glittering frost fretted, 
framing with icicle and pinnacle. Cottage 
gardens, which had blown bright with 
flowers in other disappeared 
overnight, their dwelling and outhouses 
sinking with them, their roofs top-heavy 
with their burden of snow 

Dick noticed the snow’s crust had be 
gun to crumble when he left the house 
one afternoon. Outside he saw Willie 
from the farm, watching the door, his 
solitary thoughts shuffling through the 
empty spaces of his mind. Although he 
was in his best suit, he looked black, 
drab, abnormally large against the 
white background like a denizen from 
another, less rarefied sphere. The man 
ager’s appearance at that moment ap- 
parently struck him as little short of a 
miracle, for his face broke into delight- 
ed smiles as he shook with 
inside his clothes, as if they 
big for him. 

“Hullo Willie,” Dick 
wondering what on earth he was wait 
ing to see him about. The farm was not 
a mile’s distance but he knew that was 
far afield for Willie. Then it dawned on 
him. “I know why you're here,” he ex 
claimed triumphantly. “You want your 
rod, don't you? You follow me.” He 
heard the man’s big boots shamble 
noisily down the stairs after him. “Here 
it is, safe and sound,” he said handing 
it to him. It short compared to 
Mr. Gunn's, fifteen feet when it was 
fully extended, which was hanging on 
the next peg 

“Thank you kindly, 
said Willie, taking it from 
were aye one to see I had the 
Startled Dick stared into his unthinking 
face. “The winter's by,” he announced 
with the unshakable 
child or the simple 


seasons, 


eagerness 
were too 


greeted him 


was 


Hew,” 
“You 


best 


Master 
him 


conviction of a 


As Mr. Gunn had remarked that very 
morning the thaw was only temporary 
and there was more to come, Dick de- 
manded, “How do you make that out 

“The Thains are home,” said Willie 
“I met them on my way. I was not for 
seeing everybody but I did see Miss 
Fiona at the wheel 

Exaltation leapt in Dick at his words. 
He knew now why Fiona had not an- 


swered his letter, she was on her way 
home 

“You're right, Willie,” he affirmed 
“The winter's by.” END 














By Eveleen Dollery CHATELAINE BEAUTY EDITOR 


26 beauty-full tips to learn at your summertime leisure 











is for apricots — storehouses of vitamin A. You'll eat them 
for beauty’s sake — and keep that wicked sparkle in your eyes! 


is for beautiful, beautiful bed — and eight hours’ \ 
sleep nightly. Turn this 365-times-a-year ritual ¢ ae 
into a beauty event with pin curling and creaming. ‘sei 
is for campaign — directed against chins. The maddening sag 
can be controlled with smidges of firming creams and massage. 


f 
. 2 is for dram, an eighth of an ounce — an economical way 
<e> to try a new perfume, or collect a variety of scents. 
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is for eye make-up, and lots of it. Streak your eyelids and 
lashes with sapphire, green, lavender, all silver or all gold. 


is for fingers. Flex and stretch them frequently, to keep 
them supple, shapely and expressive, and youthfully unlined. 


is for grace, which creates the illusion of loveliness. Remem- 
ber this — pushing the grocery cart or greeting your guests. 
> 
>, 
is for hair. And the ey head-turning look of the sleek 
gay °20-ish bob, dis- ey) ciplined with brush and spray. 
ae 
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is for “in” — and in this season are false eyelashes, express- 
ive eyebrows, mauve powders and foundations, and tinted hair. 


is for jinx — that sudden spot that mars a party complexion. 
You'll conceal yours prettily with a medicated cover-stick. 


Y 


” 
A ve) ~ qyhtes 
v 


- 


is for kisses. Take a chance with one of the new 
brown lipsticks and lip lustre on your lower lip. © 
~ 
7 





is for legs. The leggy look this summer is enhanced by an 
all-over make-up, carefully buffed to a smooth satiny sheen. 


= 


= 
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is for men — Y marvelous creatures. They like feminine 
women, admire 21 pretty hair, perfume, a bit of mystery. 
‘ 
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is for neckline. It looks most swanlike when kept firm with 
daily massage. Use special throat creams, bracing astringent. 


is for “out” and out this season are high beehive hairdos, 
naked eyelids, no-color lashes, and a thin, noncurvy lipline. 
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YEN< practice makes perfect. Sitting 


is for posture that WA 
*\) *® that your head is tied to a star. 


or standing, pretend Y 
is for quota (of compliments). Get yours by taking time to 
freshen your make-up, change your dress for dinner with him. 


« 
# 


is for reducing. For a slimming five-pound loss, oN / 3 
: ‘ r —y >, RIE 
cut daily calories to 800 — but for one week only. - (cave 


is for skin — supple, silky and glowing. If it isn’t, first 
aid with a facial masque whips up color, refines the texture. 


is for tension you can relieve with an “air bath.” Lie totally 
relaxed, with toes propped above head level for ten minutes. 


is to be un-shy. Try that daring + new make-up you ve 


been eyeing. We'll wager you'll * Zy love your new look. 
EN 
is for vitality — that ageless quality of world-famous beau- 


ties. Its elements: love, laughter, living every moment. 


is for will power — the wills and won’ts of an attractive 
woman's life. “I will diet.” “I won't bite my fingernails.” 


is the unknown — 
ating women of all 


the je ne sais quoi of fascin- 
times, from Mona Lisa — to you. 





is for youth. Rarely a matter of fact, it’s more a matter 


of spirit and lively interest in books, people — the world. 
is for zany — so give a cheer for shocking-pink hair, 
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magic bottled suntans, alluring beauty patches. END 
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Triumphant me!...in Confidential, the world’s first strapless bra with no wires at all! 





Q. Which is the bra that’s strapless yet carefree? 
A. Confidential by Formfit! 
Only in Confidential... the high, round caress of cups that 


cling, with no old-fashioned wires to press you, 
pinch or distress you. 





Only in Confidential . . . Formfit's exclusive ‘‘cuddie-stays’”’ 
Taal ey-xe(e{-coMlamui-)i-) ea caliamcer-lanmmncomanle)(em-lalemalel(em 01) 
with gentlest persuasion. 





Only in Confidential . . . elastic batiste back that 
curbs the cups, each time you stretch, holds them 





nearer and dearer. 


Q. Now what’s the delicate extra dividend 
you get with Confidential ? 


A. The cotton cups are enhanced with embroidery, 
Icom oy-1en)ol-1an elem made 


Q. No wonder a Confidential Bra CAN'T 

help giving you... ? 

A. That Formfit Feeling! 
Tnere’s a Formfit 
fashion to give 
every figure 
That Formfit Feeling. 


Confidential Bandeau 4385 
32A—38B. White Cotton. 


$ 00 
Longline Model #383 — $7.95 


32A to 38C. 


Brassaliere Model 4393—$8.95 
32h, to 38C. 
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AEROSOL 
Window Cleaners 
are also ideal for 
upkeep of wood- 
work, porcelain 
chrome and enamel 
leave an 
invisible coating 
that’s dirt resistant 
wherever 
they re used 


‘N 





AEROSOL Spot Removers and cleaner: 
are effective because of the fine 
particle size of the spray. As 

in all AEROSOLS, a little 
does a big job 


Why Aerosols 
are better 


Simplification of work with a push- 
button spray is something your 
household can’t afford doing with- 
out. That’s why it will really help 
you to look over the list below of 
household products now avail- 
able in self-pressurized form. 
AEROSOLS offer so many stream- 


lined advantages . . . elimination of 


waste... speed and neatness...and 
modern convenience for such a 
wide range of chores; as well as the 
safety and dependability of *‘Freon” 
propellents, usedin most AEROSOLS 


made in Canada by Du Pont. 


Look for these AEROSOL 
household products 
packaged the easy-to-use 
pushbutton way at your 
favourite store re 
© ROOM DEODORANT 
* PAN FRY 
© WINDOW CLEANER 
SPOT REMOVER 
UPHOLSTERY CLEANER 
4 PAINT 
: CAR WAX 
FURNITURE WAX 
y SHOE POLISH 
INSECTICIDE 
CANA DASE insect REPELLENT 
and many others 


BRE RY 4 


Better Things for Better Living... through Chemistry 


70 








HOW TO CATCH 
A HELPLESS HERO 


5.7 


Continued from page 27 


‘Nothing cleans smoke like water, 


wasn't that 11? Oh, and I believe you 
suggested that he run it up the flag- 
pole and see which way the wind blew 
it. Has Albert called recently?” 

“Not since that night.” 

“You see?” Laura had made her 
point and was ready to nail down her 
argument. “You frighten men. You 
overpower them, athletically. intellec- 
tually and businesswise. You even.” as 
Sydney rose in a delectably feminine 
stretch that took every wrinkle out of 
her trousers, “you even wear pants 
better than they do.” 

Sydney burst out laughing. “Oh, 
Laura, be serious.” 

“| am being serious. Men like their 
women intelligent and accomplished, 
but not quite as intelligent and accom 
plished as they are. You've got to 
learn to play it down a little. What is 
it with you anyway? Did your father 
want a boy, and refuse to admit he 
was double-crossed?” 

“No you cant make a couch case 
out of this. My father already had two 
boys when I came along. My brother 
Jack played tennis. so I learned tennis. 
My brother Neal played golf, so I 
learned golf. We spent summers at the 
lake, so I learned swimming and boat- 
ing. When I went to college. I spent a 
little time at my books. And I've had 
good jobs since. That's all there is to 
it. | never thought I'd have to apolo 
gize for all those things.” 

Sydney's fingers were twining like a 
Bali dancer’s, and Laura took one of 
her distraught hands. “You don't, hon. 
You're a great gal. You know Eddie 
and I think so, but neither of us is 
thinking of marrying you. Just remem- 
ber, a vulnerable male is a wary male. 
You've got to dazzle him slowly. not 
blind him with a battery of Hollywood 
premiere searchlights.” 

“What do you suggest?” 

“I suggest you come to dinner Satur- 
day night and meet the new junior 
partner in Eddie’s firm. His name is 
Greg—Greg Lundy—and he’s brand- 
new in town and hasn't had a chance 
to look over the social situation. You'll 
have first crack at him.” 

“Matchmaking?” 

“No, just putting nature in a posi- 
tion to take its course. And please, 
hon, whatever his interests are, don't 
top him. Let him be a dominant male. 


Please?” 


“I haven't said I would come yet.” 
“You'll come. You've got a prob- 


lem.” 


SYDNEY WAS glad she had come. 
Greg was pleasant and mannerly, a 
throwback it seemed to the almost his- 
torical days when men had a natural 
respect for women. He even seemed 
modest, in Sydney's experience another 
vanishing trait. 

Conversation touched on many 


things, music and sports and literature, 
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CHATELAINI 
for these booklets 





313 Cottons You'll Love: 
chic summer sweaters and 


accessories both plain and 
fancy for holiday occasions, 


15 cents. 


22 Knitted Lace Edgings: 
designs in various widths 
to finish linens, 15 cents. 


Write to Wanda Nelles, 
Chatelaine Crafts Editor, 
Chatelaine, 

481 University Avenue, 


Toronto 2 











and while his knowledge didn’t appear 
to be encyclopedic. he was able to 
keep up. Sydney. cautioned by occa- 
sional gamma-ray glances from 
Laura, managed to keep from putting 
in more than her allotted two cents’ 
worth. It was a hard fight at times. but 
she decided it was worth a try. Her 
hair was especially manageable to- 
night, her skin radiated, and Greg 
seemed to notice. She had to admit it 
was gratifying to lure a man with 
looks, as gratifying as to stun him 
with knowledge. It could be that Laura 
was right. 


It was long after the Irish coffee 
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when Greg arose and said: “It’s been 
a real pleasure, and I hate to break it 
up, but I've got to go.” He turned to 
Sydney: “May I offer you a lift 
home?” 

Sydney was about to state the sim- 
ple truth, that she had her car, when 
she got the beam from Laura again. 

“Why ... why, yes, thank you,” she 
stammered, “that would be a big help.” 
Behind Greg’s back, Laura was nod- 
ding “well done.” After all, the car 
would remain at the curb. A man 
might get away. 

Greg helped her into his foreign 
sports car. She noted that it was only 
the two-litre model. Hers was the two- 
point-five. She decided not to men- 
tion it. 

“I didn’t get to ask you,” he began, 
as the car jerked away from the curb 
— obviously he hadn't learned the 
proper accelerating of such a delicately 
precisioned machine — “what do you 
do besides look lovely?” He said it 
almost apologetically. as if lines 
weren't really his line. And she had to 
agree they weren't. A point in his fa- 
vor, really. 

“I'm with Korvin and Kyler,” she 
answered. 

“Secretary?” Obviously, he was 
complimentary in not saying “stenog- 
rapher.” It would be better at this 
point not to tell him that she was head 
buyer. 

“Yes, sort of.” 

“IT suppose you don’t have much free 
time? I mean, I guess your friends 


keep you pretty busy?” 


SYDNEY BEGAN to warm to this 
young man, with his honest and hum- 
ble manner, his careful hesitance. So 
different from most. So different from 
the ones that tried to pressure a girl, 
the kind she'd had to deflate so often 
in self-defense. She decided that in 
spite of Laura’s coaching, she'd put 
out a helping hand. 

“Are you trying to ask me for a 


date?” 


guess that’s the idea.” he grin- 
ned. “I thought maybe you'd like to 
play golf next weekend and maybe 
have dinner in the evening, if — ” the 
enormity of his request overcame him, 
“if that’s not too much all at once.” 

She smiled warmly. “No, it happens 
I'm free next Saturday. This is where 
I live. Thank you so much.” 

He didn’t try to kiss her good night. 
She'd have been flattered, but dis- 
appointed. 

Greg didn’t impress her as much 


of a golfer. About a fifteen handicap, 
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judged, after the first few holes, 
suugh she wouldn't have had the 
verity to ask. It has been a trick 
juiring nimbleness and dexterity to 
him through the clubhouse with- 
his seeing the pictures of her in 
rnaments, or as a member of the 


lies’ team. And now they were on 


fifth hole and she was two down 

him, and that had taken even more 
oing. Sydney couldn't remember 

hen she had exhibited more skill. 
[hree times she had hit traps, exactly 
is Intended. On the second hole, she 
had pulled her drive into the water as 
neatly as she usually faded it away 
from trouble. She was proud of the 
way she had three-putted the fourth 
green, missing the second try by inch- 
es. In vain, as it turned out, for Greg 
had three-putted also, after missing by 
a foot. But anyway, they had halved it 

Sydney was beginning to enjoy this 
reverse twist. Greg was even, with 
profuse apologies and excuses, offering 
to give her some tips. 

“You see now,” he said, as they 
caught up with their drives, “there’s 
all kinds of trouble from where you 
are if you go right for the pin. You've 


got to clear that little elbow of water 


and the trap beyond. But if you play 
to the right, you'll be in position to 
put your third shot right on the green. 
I'll show you.” 

He selected an iron and took his 
position. Sydney noted that he had 
the ball too far forward, and on his 
backswing he invariably broke his 
left arm. He swung, the ball swooped 
off the ground and high in the air. 
then it hooked, severely. It dropped 
neatly into the water. 

He grinned: “Do as I say,” he 
laughed, “not as I do.” 

Sydney took out her five iron 
Stance, address, smooth unified swing 
The ball soared high and true, over 
the water, over the bunker, plopped on 
the green, dead to the pin. 

Greg shook his head. 


“if you'd planned it 


“Beautiful 
shot.” he said, 
that way. But you see, you were sup- 
posed to go to the right and you were 
way off. You must have had your left 
foot too far back. But your swing was 
good. Just keep on swinging like that 
and you'll get the knack of it yet.” 
Sydney nodded humbly, wholly sub- 
servient to the sage adviser, and won- 
dered how she could contrive to miss 


such a short putt. 


Dinner was good. It would have 
been better if Sydney had allowed her- 
self to say a word to her old friend 
Armand, the maitre d’. They'd have 
had a better table, too, if she'd left it 
to Armand’s selection, but in fact it 
had taken some judicious whispering 
to let Armand know that the young 
man preferred to be on his own. 

She noted that Greg passed no green 
persuaders from palm to palm, but 
waited his turn. And though they 
wound up inevitable behind a pillar, 
she consoled herself that here at least 
was an honest and consistent person. 
It was not in his character to push, to 
connive, to demand more than his due. 
Just as it was in his character to apolo- 
gize, which he did. 

“I guess you have to know some- 
one.” he said, “to get a better table. 
We could wait a little longer, if you'd 
rather.” 

“Oh, no,” Sydney assured him, “this 
is fine, I don’t mind at all. I rather 
like the privacy.” 

She found herself realizing that she 
meant it. And realizing something else, 
that with so many of the men she had 
known, she had — how had Laura put 


it? overpowered them? — because of 


their very aggressiveness, because they 
had set out so obviously to impress 
and dominate and subdue her 

With Greg it was different. It was 
comfortable. She was relaxed, as she 
rarely had been with other men. And 
she didn't find it hard to let him lead 
She had become almost maternally 
protective about him. No, not mater- 
nally; that wasn't the word at all. Any 
way, something rosy glowed inside her, 
a feeling she had had often as a child 
when she knew something good was 
going to happen, but she didn't know 
exactly what. She didn't want to name 
it. or probe it. She might spoil it 

Sydney played her role of simple 
ingenuous girl to the hilt, and reflected 
that Laura would be proud of her. She 
allowed Greg to show her how to 
handle the lobster, though he used the 
wrong fork and let it slip from the 
plate a couple of times. She offered 
only a mute shake of the head when 
he asked if she had any preference in 
wines, though she knew the Wente 
Riesling "54 here was superb. A girl 
who knew wines and vintages would 
really send a man running for his ro- 
mantic life. 


Continued on page 74 
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ELU X-O-MATIC* 


| w(axegaelley @ 


MADE 





IN CANADA 





quality home appliances 


for dependable and 
efficient service 
through the years 





Model 810 Triple-Action 
FLOOR POLISHER 


and Scrubber 


the only fully automatic domestic cleaner Model Z88 
Also available Elux* models Z86, Z83 


Manufactured by ELECTROLUX (CANADA) LIMITED 


with more than 200 authorized Service and Sales Branches listed in your telephone directory under Electrolux (Canada) Limited 


*Registered Trade Mark 
Executive Offices and Factory Division 
201 Laurier Avenue East, Montreal 14. 
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¢ Meals of the. Month 


A MENU FOR EVERY DAY IN JULY 


Minute tips for flavor and fun... 





RECIPE OF THE MONTH Mexican Braised Short Ribs 


Crumble a chicken bouillon cube into the water when you cook quick-style rice. Add 
sauteed diced onion and chopped cooked shrimp, season to taste then stuff parboiled | 
green pepper cases. 


2 to 3 lh short ribs ] ths brown sugar 


i cup flow 2 small cans tomato sauce 
2 tsp dry mustard ! tsp chili powder Add '4 cup peanut butter to | pound seasoned ground beef. Form into patties and pan- mo 


fry. Top cooked hamburgers with cheese and melt. 


11> tsp salt s tsp ground cloves 


2 large onions, sliced l bay leaf 














] large green pepper, diced > CUP water 


Alternate layers of crushed puffed cheese appetizers and peeled fresh tomatoes in a 





refi 


Irim off part of the fat and wipe ribs with a damp cloth. Roll them buttered casserole. Season each layer with salt, pepper and chopped onion. Bake at 
n a mixture of the flour, mustard and salt then brown slowly but a a. = ss 5 ‘5 an . ma 
thoroughly in a small amount of dripping. Pour off the fat and add 350F 25 minutes. Serve with baked or fried fish. 
he remaining ingredients. Cover and simmer slowly until very tender, 
ibout 1 to 2 hours, depending on thickness of ribs. If needed, add - . , ; ‘ P ; ; 
: little more water during cooking to prevent sticking. Serve on a Fold cooked rice and whipped cream into partially set vanilla-flavored Spanish cream. fon 
% platter with diced parsley potatoes 2our the sauce into a gravy : ‘ . 5 ies ° 
boat to serve with the ribs. Makes 4 or 5 servings Allow to set then fold in fresh raspberries and pile lightly in sherbets. 
Substitute 2 cups peeled, diced fresh tomatoes, if you wish, : * 
ton 
Dinners of the month... hes 
SUNDAY MONDAY TUESDAY WEDNESDAY THURSDAY FRIDAY SATURDAY 
f SO 
\ 


1 Broiled Ham Steaks 
Cranberry Sauce 
Baked Potato 
Tossed Green Salad 
Fresh Fruit Cup 


2 Savory Meat Loaf 
Mushroom Gravy 
Whipped Potatoes 
Brussels Sprouts 
Cherry Pie 





Corned Beef Brisket 4 Chicken Fricassée 
~ Parsley Potatoes Buttered Noodles 


Assorted Cold Cuts 
Hot Potato Salad 


Baked Veal Cutlet 
Creole Sauce 


7 Breaded Liver 
Fried Onions 


\ Asparagus Soup 
Salmon Salad 


9 Baked Peameal Bacon 
Green Beans 





Shepherd's Pie 
sroccoli 
Raw Vegetable Salad 
Cottage Pudding 
Fresh Fruit Sauce 


1 Baked ChickenPieces 1 1 
MushroomFried Rice 
Broiled Tomatoes 
Caesar Salad 
Iced Cantaloupe 


1 Baked Pork Chops 
Spiced Apricots 
Lyonnaise Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots 
Strawberries and Cream 


1 3 Vegetable Soup 
“ Jellied Tongue 
Bean Salad 
Relishes Muffins 
Raspberry Shortcake 


14 Beefsteak Pie 
Buttered Swiss Chard 
Stuffed Tomatoes 
Apricot Whip 
Lemon Sauce 


15 Baked Sausages 
Macaroni and Cheese 
Coleslaw 
Fresh Fruit Bowl 
Assorted Cookies 


1 6 Breaded Shrimp 
and Scallops 
French Fried Potatoes 
Asparagus 
Melon with Ice Cream 





Split Pea Soup 


py Pot Roast of Beef 
1 4 Gravy Potatoes 18 Sliced Ham 


19 Beef Biscuit Roll 
Brown Gravy 


20 Mixed Grill 
Broiled Kidneys, 


2 1 Chicken Stew 
Dumplings 


22 Fresh Lake Trout 
Lemon Wedge 


2 3 Barbecued Spareribs 
Baked Beans 















































Mi 


Green Peas Salad Asparagus Sliced Tomatoes Buttered Carrots New Potatoes _ Vegetable Jelly Scalloped Potatoes oth 
Orange Chiffon Cake Watermelon French Bread Hot Rolls Salad _ Chef’s Salac Crusty Rolls Relish Tossed Salad 
Apricots Chocolate Brownies Peach-Plum Pie Fresh Fruit Cheese Strawberry Tarts Deep Rhubarb Pie Raspberry Parfait 


| 
| 
Buttered Cauliflower Corn Fritters Peas Pickled Beets Lamb Chops, Bacon Green Beans Salad Rissolé Potatoes Green Salad 
Green Salad Coleslaw Chocolate Cake Potatoes _ Spinach Blueberries and Cream Broiled Tomatoes Rye Bread 
Rhubarb Cobbler Fresh Cherries Plums Lime Chiffon Pie Oatmeal Wafers Peach Pie Fresh Fruit Cheese 
| 
' : . : at 
| Stuffed Pork Loin Broiled Beef Patty Cold Roast Pork Chicken Tetrazzini Fresh Mackerel Corn Chowder Sirloin Steak 
| 24 Spiced Crab Apples 2 Sautéed Mushrooms 26 Cucumber Mousse 27 Green Peas 28 drawn Butter Sauce 29 Fresh Fruit Salad 3D ried Green Tomato 
Roast Potatoes Whipped Potatoes Tomatoes Hot Rolls Caesar Salad Baked Potato Cheddar Cheese Parsley Potatoes : 
Green Peas Chef’s Salad Deviled Eggs _Hot Muffins _ Cauliflower — Date and Nut Loaf Strawberry Shortcake in 
Lemon Meringue Pie Raspberry Bavarian Blueberry Tarts Fresh Pineapple Watermelon Cake Caramel Custard Ice Cream 
| 
31 Roast Lamb 
| Fresh Mant Sauce 
Potatoes Salad 
Fresh Strawberry Pie 
Breakfasts and lunches for every day... 
af Strawberries and Cream Orange Juice Rhubarb Compote Pineapple Juice Prune Juice Broiled Grapefruit Apricot Juice 
a Pecan Waftles Puffed-wheat Cereal Cheese Omelet eady-to-eat Cereal Whole-grain Cereal with Maple Sugar Cae eines 
< Maple Syrup Soft-cooked Egg Whole-wheat Toast Bacon Strips _ Poached Fee Blueberry Pancakes with Raspberries 
= | Sausages Toast Jam Marmalade Spice Buns. Toast Honey Buckwheat Honey Grilled Cheese Sandwich 
5 | Coffee Milk Shake Tea Milk Coffee Milk Tea Cocoa Coffee Milk ea Cocoa Coffee Milk 
} 
Tomato Juice Consommé Blenaed Juices Cheese Souftié Chicken Soup Spaghetti with Beef Noodle Soup 
z Chicken a la King Waldorf Salad Hamburgers Romaine Salad Stuffed Tomato Tomato Sauce Tose Fish Salad 
= | Toast Points Cottage Cheese Potato Chips Hot Biscuits Salad Cabbage Salad Tomato Aspic —— 
s | Green Salad Toasted Scones Fruit Jelly Spice Cake Relishes French Bread Cantaloupe Ice Cream Hot Muffins 
~ Fresh Fruit Chocolate Pudding Whipped Cream Fresh Plums Raspberries Brownies Strawberries 




















Recipes and snacks for the creative cook... 








SUMMER SALAD: Prepare a lemon jelly with half the water and chill 
until thickened. Fold in 2 pint sour cream, | can tuna, flaked and 2 


cup each diced cucumber and celery. Chill until set. 


BAKED ALASKA MERINGUE: Beat 1 egg white, 34 cup crushed fresh straw- 


»rriec 3 ~ ” — pn et : . — 
berries and 34 cup granulated sugar together until mixture stands in 


stiff peaks. Use to frost cake for Baked Alaska. END 
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H ere are summer's 


most luscious 
refreshers ... salads 
made with ripe rosy 
tomatoes! The best 
tomatoes deserve the 
best salad dressing — 
so be sure it’s 
Miracle Whip! No 
other salad dressing 
can give you that 
light liveliness ! 

Get Miracle Whip— 
at the lowest prices 


in 10 years! 


AND SATIN-SMOOTH KRAFT MAYONNAISE 


is another favorite .. . 
made with lots of eggs 
and extra egg yolks too. 
Kraft Mayonnaise never 
curdles or separates, so 
it’sideal to blend with fruit 
juice or other ingredients, 


KRAFT 


Miracle 





SHRIMP TOMATO SALAD 


Thin scored unpeeled cucumber 
slices 
Miracle Whip Salad Dressing 


Tomato wedges 
Lettuce 
Cooked shrimp 
For each salad arrange 4 tomato wedges, star-fashion, 
on a lettuce-covered salad plate. Place shrimp between 
the wedges. Make cucumber swirls by cutting about 
34, through the center of each slice. Cross the cut 
edges over; place one in center of each tomato star; 
fill with Miracle Whip — and be generous — its Just- 
right tang is so good with tomatoes! 


TOMATO EGG CROWNS 
12 hard-cooked eggs, chopped 24 cup Miracle Whip 
Salad Dressing 


1] cup finely chopped celery 
Salt Pepper Watercress 


6 peeled tomatoes 


Combine the eggs, celery, Miracle Whip and season- 
ings. For each serving, partially cut a tomato into 
5 sections, poinsettia-style. Spread sections apart and 
fill with the egg salad. Place on a lettuce-covered 


serving platter. Garnish with sprigs of watercress 


SERVE A SALAD EVERY DAY 





Belongs 


on your 
table and 


in your 


cooking 








NEVER sold - RARELY given 


CANADA 
INSPECTED 


Protected jealously by the Can- 
adian Government, this emblem, 
“Canada Inspected”’ is granted 


only.to fish packers able to meet 
the very rigid Standards demand- 
ed by the Federal Authorities. 


It ensures that you and your 
family are. able to buy the finest 
fish procurable which has passed 
daily Government inspection 
during the handling, processing 
and packing of only TOP 
QUALITY fish. 


Sea-Seald Seafoods bear this 
stamp - '‘Canada Inspected” 


= foods 








HOW TO CATCH 
A HELPLESS HERO 


Continued from page 71 


He chose a routine claret, and when 
he took the test sip offered by the 
waiter his face flushed the color of the 
wine. He knew he had made a mistake, 
as Sydney knew he would not refuse 
it, and order another. He didn't. The 
wine was still on the table, barely 
sampled, when they left. Greg’s tip was 
a trifle large, even for this place of 
generous standards, but Sydney didn’t 
dare mention it. 

Armand stopped her on the way out 
and kissed her hand in elegant conti- 
nental manner. “Ah, Miss Sydney,” he 
exhaled, “so good to have seen you 
again. And did you enjoy, non?” 

“Thank you, Armand, I enjoyed, 
oui.” 

“You've been here before?” Greg 
asked as they waited for the parking 
attendant to bring the car. 

“Not often. A few times.” She was 
aware of Greg’s quizzical look. She 
felt that somehow she had disappoint- 
ed him. She'd have to stop falling into 
these lapses, or he'd catch on. 

Plainly, back at her door, he want- 
ed to kiss her good night, and would 
have, had she so much as leaned in 
his direction. He might even have 
come in for a nightcap, had she in- 
vited him. But no! She would play the 
role she had to play. Good night was 
warm, but decorous. 

It had all gone well, and restrain- 
ing herself was not the ordeal she had 
imagined it might be. Sydney felt she 
had a right to expect an early call 
from Greg. When the phone rang one 
evening she leaped for it like a startled 
gazelle. Recovering quickly, she touch- 
ed at her hair, arranged the folds of 
her negligee, and decelerated her 
pulse. 

It wasn't Greg, it was Laura. “How 
about a progress report?” 

“There’s nothing to report.” Sydney 
shied. “He’s a very nice young man. 
We've met twice, had one date, he’s 
been a gentleman at all times, and I 
havent heard from him in quite a 
while.” 

“Sydney! You haven't been forget- 
ting what I told you?” 

Sydney laughed, a laugh palpably 
short of mirth content. “No, I haven't, 
and it’s taken some doing. I must teil 
you about our golf sometime. He beat 
me, you know.” 

“Well, that’s a relief. You know, 


Eddie asked him what he thought of 


you, and he said you were quite a per- 
son. Right away, I got suspicious that 
you had reverted to’ form...” 

“No.” Sydney noted that it affected 
her like a shot of adrenalin to hear 
that Greg thought she was quite a per- 
son. But why hadn't she heard from 
him then? “No, dear, I've kept myself 
well in hand — under wraps, isn’t that 
what they call it?” 

“Good, Now, listen. We're having a 
few people up at the lake~this week- 
end. Greg's already accepted. I want 
you to come, too, and please don't 
pack your swimming medals and sail- 
ing trophies. It sounds to me like so 
far so good; let’s try to keep it that 
way.” 

“Laura?” Sydney’s voice was decep- 
tively meek. “If you're really trying to 
help, you might arrange to have him 
drive me up. How else could a poor, 
helpless-type girl get there?” 

A shrill of laughter split the wires. 
“Oh boy, kitten, you have caught on, 
haven't you? All right. Consider it ar- 


ranged.” 


IT WAS THIRTY miles to the Jake, 
the last fifteen through wooded, 
sparsely settled country. Exactly the 
area, Sydney reflected, as they ex- 
changed mute glances at the side of 
the road, where Greg might have been 
expected to get a flat, a bona fide one. 
There probably wasn’t a phone within 
miles, and the most recent filling sta- 
tion had flushed by long ago and far 
away. 

“Well,” shrugged Greg, “I guess I'll 
have to fix it, but it'll take a while. 
I'm not much good at these things.” 

“Maybe I can help,” she offered 
meekly. 


“Don't be silly,” he smiled when 
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he said it. “This isn’t the kind of wor} 
you'd expect a girl to do.” 

He managed to find the jack an 
lug wrench tucked away in the spare 
wheel well. It took him a considerab|« 
period of study to figure out how the 
jack should be put together. Sydney 
knew. She had done it before. But she 
kept her lips — peach iridescent 
firmly together. Eventually he got th 
jack assembled. 

The first couple of times he trie 
to hoist the car, the jack slipped. While 
he was busy, she managed to sneak 
up front and set the hand brake. The 
jack held, and he finally got the rear 
wheels off the ground. He had to 
lower them again. He'd forgotten to 
take the spare out of the trunk com- 
partment, as Sydney had silently no 
ticed. He wasn't exactly handy at 
changing the wheels, but finally, as 
she knew he must, he got the job done. 
They rode the rest of the way in 
silence, Sydney trying hard to suppress 
her irritation. She was pretty certain 
that what Greg was suppressing was 
his temper. Changing a tire. at best, 
was almost an inhuman provocation to 
violence. 

They were the last to arrive, and te 
the quizzical looks Sydney framed an 
answer, but caught herself in time and 
deferred to Greg. 

“We had a flat tire,” he said. 

Laura hurried Sydney off, ostensibly 
for cosmetic repairs and recuperation. 
When they were alone she asked, “Did 
you really have a flat tire?” 

Wearily, Sydney nodded. 

“Oh, heavens. That trick is so old 
it’s new again.” 

“With him it was no trick. It was 
for real.” 


Continued on page 76 





Belt-line 


At last 





tied around the hook. 





for belts 


a solution to the problem of tangled, hard-to-find 
belts. Here is what you do: Screw a dozen or more gooseneck 
screws into a wooden hanger. Then hook your belt buckles 
onto the screws, and hang up in the closet, where you'll be 
able to make an easy selection at a glance. For fun and fancy 
you can paint the hanger in your favorite flamboyant color, 
and top it off with a velvet ribbon bow of the same shade 





—BY VERA JORY 
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...all the 


makings of a 


Danish-style sandwiches—place delicious slices of Maple 
Leaf Cooked Meats—-some mild, some spicy—on bread 
light and dark—then let your imagination run wild 
for garnish ideas! We used mayonnaise and ripe olives, 
Maple Leaf Ched-R-Spred and stuffed olives, peppers, 
onion rings, tomato and cucumber slices and all kinds of 
pickles. Stuffed Wieners —slit Maple Leaf Wieners almost 
through, fill with potato salad, serve cold. 
It’s easy to vary summer menus with Maple Leaf sliced, 
cooked meats and tasty, tender wieners. Serve them often 
when the weather’s hot—-and keep your kitchen cool! 


good things to eat come in @ packages 
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mid-summers 
Smorgasbord 











EXPORT 


PLAIN OR FILTER TIP 
CIGARETTES 





PAs >.¢ 


Soluble PLANT FOOD Complete 


Grows Better Plants in Soil, Sand or Water HYPONeX 


Preferred by millions of use for 


ver 20 years 
Ive and water your house plants. gar 

tes, shrubs and lawn. Clean! 
tless eds instantly. If dealer can't supply 


send $1 for 10-02. can, postpaid. Makes 60 gallons 
HYDROPONIC CHEMICAL CO., Copiey 21, Onie, USA 











Woman Relieved 
of Agonizing ITCH 


“I nearly itched to death for 7'z years. Then | 
discovered anew wonder-working creme. Nou 
I'm happy,” writes Mrs.D. Ward of Los Angeles 
Here's blessed relief from the torture of itch in 
women, chafing, hemorrhoids, rash & eczema with a 
new amazing scientific formula called LANACANE. 
This fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills 
harmful bacteria while it soothes raw, irritated and 
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
healing. Don’t suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists ! 





planning advice 


ENJOY CHATELAINE 
REGULARLY 


Subscribe to Chatelaine and have each 
BIG, colorful copy delivered to your door 
Chatelaine's shopping tips and planned 
meal recipes help you save on food bills 
And you'll enjoy fashion previews, home 
delightful fiction 
sensible articles, etc 


SUBSCRIBE NOW TO 
CHATELAINE 


3 years only $3.00 


(you save $2.40 on newsstand prices) 


2 years only $2.50 


(you save $1.10 on newsstand prices) 


1 year only $1.50 


(you save 30c on newsstand prices) 


THESE RATES ONLY GOOD IN CANADA 


WRITE TO: 
Circulation Manager 
Chatelaine Magazine 


481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Ont 





Continued from page 74 

“What's the matter, hon? Do I de- 
tect a faint note of disenchantment?” 
Sydney buried her head in her arms 

“Tell mother,” Laura urged. 

Sydney sat up, once more under 
control. “He's nice. Laura. He's sweet 
and kindly and gentle, all those things 
that used to be virtues. And I like him 
for it. | like him a lot. But he’s so 
so unhandy, I guess is the word 
Ineffectual. He tries so hard. and 
doesn't seem to do anything right. I 
wonder sometimes how he ever got to 
be a partner in Eddie's firm.” 

“Eddie says he’s a natural, one of 
the best.” 

“Well, Im glad to know there's 
something he does well. I know | 
couldn't go on with this game much 
longer, and I don't think I could spend 
a lifetime hitting into sand traps and 
watching him fumble with flat tires.” 

“You wouldn't have to. Once you're 
married, the real you takes over.” 

Sydney smiled wanly and shook her 
head. “No, dear. Not with this one 
He’s much too fine and sensitive to be 
hurt like that. | couldn't show him so 
quickly and so obviously that he’s 
been played and hooked and landed 
as if he were a prime tarpon or sail- 
fish.” 

“Well, don’t give up yet. There must 
be something he’s good at. besides 
business. I'll have a talk with Eddie 
Men get to know a lot about each 
other over three-Martini lunches. May- 
be Eddie has found out a few things 
we women could use to our advan- 
tage.” 

Sydney laughed at her friend. “I'll 
bet the campaign you used to reduce 
Eddie to a nonbelligerent is now a part 
of the course in tactical studies at war 
college.” 

“Only for the WDs. But Pll tell you 
a secret if you promise to share it only 
with friends. Eddie proposed to me 
before I had a chance to use any tac- 
tics. Anyway, you keep your esprir de 
corps charged up while I do some re 


connaissance on the objective at hand.” 


SYDNEY SPENT a lazy afternoon 
by the pool, occasionally swimming 
and letting herself out a notch or two 
when she thought Greg was busy else 
where. He joined her for a while, but 
seemed hesitant and a little afraid in 
her company. He apologized again 
about the flat, and Sydney assured him 
she was willing to let bygones be by 
gones. 

He asked her in for a swim, and he 
managed to do two lengths in a some- 


what awkward crawl. Sydney wonder- 
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ed what little valve of co-ordination 
was missing in his make-up. In bathing 
trunks he looked as if he could give 
handicaps to Olympic athletes and 
beat them at their own specialties. Yet 
the moment he began to move, he 
appeared to realize it. and the result 
was embarrassment and discomfiture. 
Again Sydney felt sorry for him, but 
sorrow and sympathy weren't the emo- 
tions she wanted to feel for him 

Laura, busy hostessing. didnt re 
port back to her for the rest of the 
day. In the evening. there was a bar 
becue on the patio. The Hardins’ patio 
overhung the lake. and so did the 
moon. Sydney enjoyed her steak, 
which Greg brought to her on orders 
from Laura. He almost let it slide off 
the plate into her lap. She managed 
a weak laugh. not quite as weak as his 

They ate together, mostly in silence 
afterward joining the others in singing 
old songs. She might have known. Syd 
ney reflected. that Greg wouldn't be 
able to carry a tune. Why? Why did 
such a shining knight come equipped 
without a single stitch of armor. Vul 
nerable. almost pitiable. You couldn't 
pity a man and still be serious about 
him. much as you might want to be 

He sensed that something was 
wrong. As they said goodnight. he 
gripped her hands tightly and asked 
her — it was almost a plea to go 
boating in the morning. Sydney's in 
clination was to refuse. as much out 
of misgivings over what might happen. 
as for any other reason. She wanted 
to ask if he'd had any experience with 
boats. but that would have been a 
brutal dig. 

“Well, at least.” she quipped. hoping 
her tone was sufficiently light and gay 
“we can't get a flat tire in a boat.” She 
was rewarded by his clear and ringing 
laugh, without a trace of hurt 

He showed up in the morning dress 
ed like a sailor. anyway. Worn, faded 
denims. red-and-white-striped. skin 
tight T shirt. beat-up yachting hat and 
canvas shoes. He seemed pleased. too 
that Sydney’s outfit of Bermuda-length 
cotton shorts and loose-fitting blouse 
with tails flying free was not right out 
of the store window. but showed use 
and familiarity 

“You like outboards?” he asked 

‘Love ‘em.’ 

“Then what are we waiting for? 
Let's go. 

It wasn’t that simple. Greg got out 
the cord and spun the motor several 
times, but it wouldn't catch. His neck 
and face grew redder, and drops of 
perspiration popped out on his fore- 


head. Sydney, wondering why she had 
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let herself in for this, asked with 
studied meekness, if a little gasoline 
might not solve the problem. It was 
a very sheepish Greg indeed who plod 
ded up to the boathouse and came 
back with a can of fuel. It took him a 


while longer to figure out where to 


pour it in. 

After that, though, it was fun. great 
fun. They circled the lake. stopped 
here and there at little docks to ex 
plore nearby patches of woods. and 
hardly even noticed that they were re 
turning to the boat holding hands 
They didn’t notice at all when the sky 
began to roll up and the clouds be 
came mud-colored. 

The first onslaught of wind caught 
them in mid-lake. and suddenly the 
boat was culting its way through chop 
py waves. Then came the rain: no pre 
lude. just torrents. And that was the 
moment the motor chose to die. Un 
powered. the boat began to pitch about 
frighteningly. Sydney. drenched from 
coiffure to cuticle. held tight to the 
gunwales and reflected that It was sim- 
ple irony. being caught on a lake in a 
storm with a disabled boat and the 
most inept male hero imaginable. She 
had got herself into it: she had no one 


to blame. 


If TOOK HER a moment to realize 
that the inept hero was busy. He had 
opened a small compartment forward, 
and from this he now removed a can- 
vas sack of tools. “Oh. no.” thought 
Sydney. “he’s not going to try to fix 
it.” This wasn't like fixing a tire on 
dry land. 

Crawling back to the stern, Greg 
paused a moment to give her a silent 
but encouraging smile and a small pat 
on the shoulder. Next thing. he had 
the motor hoisted out of the wate! 
Deftly and speedily he worked. His 
hands flew like a surgeon's. Wrench. 
screw driver. nut. bolt, gasket. Scal 
pel, sponge. suture. she thought. Could 
this be her left-handed knight. this 
calm, dexterous mechanic? 

Sydney watched in awe, the storm 
beating about her head all but forgot 
ten. Transfixed, she failed even to reg 
ister surprise when he finally lowered 
the motor back into the water, wrap 
ped the cord around it, spun it, and 
was rewarded by the guttural growl of 
success. Coolly, as if in his own gat 
age, he gathered up the tools and stow 
ed them back in the canvas. Then he 
firmly took the pitching craft by the 
tller and steered for shore. 

They beached in a small cove. 
where a strip of sand ran up to an 


overhanging bank. Out of the same 
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ecess that had produced the tools, 


Greg drew a stretch of canvas. He 


clambered onto the bank, was back in 
a few minutes with a pair of saplings. 
These he planted in the sand, and 
from them to the bank he stretched 
They 


grateful to be out of the 


the canvas. crawled under it, 
pelting 
weather. 
Greg relaxed and took several 
hoarse, deep swigs of air. He opened 
his eyes to find Sydney staring at him 
in sheer wonderment. 
“What's the matter?” he asked. 
Sydney took his hands and turned 
them palms upward. “Are these the 
hands that couldn't fix a tire?” 
Greg withdrew them abruptly. “Oh, 
that, well - you see...” 
“Gregory Lundy, there’s something 
fishy on the waterfront. The man who 
butched that tire job wasn't the same 
man who just came through with a 


master mechanic’s performance in a 


howling gale. What goes on?” 
“I... «2. Well, you ste..." 


“LT see well enough. The tire business 
had to be a fake. You're a whiz with 
tools. You probably put that Jag of 
yours together with your bare hands, 
and I'll bet you've raced it. Haven't 
you? Now level with me, Greg.” 

Greg swallowed his Adam’s apple 
and forced his tongue to operate. 
“Third in last fall’s Del Rio sports car 
fiesta,” he owned up meekly. 

“And boats? Boats, too, I'll bet?” 

He nodded glumly. “First in my 
class in the Hampton outboard re- 
gatta.” 

“Why you complete charlatan, you 
unutterable phony!” She had trouble 
keeping her face straight and her voice 
from breaking up in a gale of hilarity. 


“Dub golfer, tangle-armed swimmer, 


messy barbecuer. What about all 
that?” 
“Club champion two years ago. 


Swimming team in college. I sizzle a 
pretty fair steak, if | watch my slips.” 
He said it all tonelessly, like a weary 


confessor after a long and sleepless 


“And scholarships, no doubt, and 
president of your class?” 

“Vice-president,” he corrected 

“It was Eddie's 


blurted 


“What was Eddie’s idea?” 


idea,” he finally 


out. 


“The halt and lame bit. He said the 


reason girls didn't get serious about 


me was because I scared them. He 


1 


said I should play down the medals 
and the muscles and appeal to their 
protective natures. But I couldn't let 
you sit out there in the middle of a 
stormy lake, helpless like that. What 
would have happened?” 

“I'd have tinkered with the motor 
until I fixed it.” 

“You?” 

Sydney drew her lashes over her 
eyes demurely. “Second in my class, 
Longview regatta, women’s division.” 

She heard Greg’s sharp intake of 
breath, and plunged on. “Club wom- 


en's champion in golf, two years run- 


ning. Semifinals, eastern tennis tourna- 
ment. ['m not a secretary, fm a head 
buyer, and if you want to discuss 
Hegel...” 

“Hegel?” 

“He used to catch for the Maple 
Leafs.” 


They both gave in to paroxysms of 
laughter. Then, as suddenly, they grew 
quiet. Greg looked at her deeply, in- 
tensely. “And I was saying to myself, 


if only you weren't so helplessly fe- 


male.” 
“Not helpless. Aggressive.” Her 
arms went around him. and even 


though her eyes were closed she found 
his lips unerringly. A long time later 
his voice whispered in her ear. 

“It’s stopped raining.” 


The others were all waiting when 


they drew up at the Hardins’ landing 
and eager hands helped them out. 
Laura grabbed Sydney's arm and liter- 
ally dragged her away from the crowd. 
blurted, 


He's 


“Wait ll I tell 


“what Eddie told me about Greg 


you,” she 


not like that at all 


“I know,” said Sydney, dreamily, “I 





ordeal under bright lights. know.” END 
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Be wise! At the very first sign of raw, 
apply 
Absorbine Jr. promptly! That cool, tingly 


cracked skin between the toes... 


sensation you feel means Absorbine Jr. is 
busy killing all the Athlete’s Foot organisms 
it reaches. So remember to keep your feet 
healthy and comfortable with Absorbine Jr. 
Available wherever drugs are sold. 


It's Athlete’s Foot weather... 
time for 


ABSORBINE JR. 


Canada’s No. 1 Formula for Athlete’s Foot 


W. F. Young Inc., Montreal 19, P.Q. 

















=~ camp-time | 
= ie AHEAD! | 

-'. Castis) WOVEN NAMES 
Now | 


Every item of clothing and equipment | 

should be marked the easy, permanent 
way. 

stitched on, or attached with 

CASH’S NO-SO CEMENT 

Avoid last minute rush — order promptly 

from department stores and other dealers, 

or 


CASH’S, BELLEVILLE 92, ONTARIO 


Prices 
3 doz. $1.80 9 doz. $3.00 
6 doz. $2.40 12 doz. $3.50 


WMMMES NO.SO CEMENT 35¢ TUBE Sm 


Quickly 


smart straw 


4 Simulated straw handbag with 
(Dotas colorful, hand-woven floral de 
sign. Attractive bamboo trim 
Wi § - Colors: white or natural. Sug 
> gested retail price $2.98. Many 
J other colors from which to 

i, Ss choose 





MENSTRUAL 
PAIN 


i acts three ways to bring relief 
from menstrual suffering. It relieves 
cramps, eases headache and it chases te , 

the “blues.” Dora now takes Midol at the worlc 
the first sign of menstrual distress. 
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GREASELESS 
STAINLESS 


HURTING STOPS, HEALING STARTS 
FAST WITH UNGUENTINE 


The moment it touches injured skin, Unguentine 
fights germs, relieves pain, starts healing and 
forms a protective dressing as no other cream or 
liquid can! Never stings, never stains, great for the 
whole family! Recommended for cuts, scrapes, 
scratches, bruises, burns and chapping. 


& ge 
Py i culate 
ANTISEPTIC FIRGT-AID DRESSING » 


NGUENTINE 


DIANESTOL An Eficting Rain Paobere 












EAT, DRINK 
AND BE WARY! 


“A Loaf of Bread, a jug of wine” is the 
poet’s idea of summer pleasure. True, 
eating and drinking are pleasant in the 
hot weather . . 


. especially fresh fruit, 


(Cor Pain Gone- 
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A sleeveless shirt and diaper is all he needs to wear on a hot summer's day. 


Cool tips for baby’s 


HOT-WEATHER 
COMFORT 


BY ELIZABETH CHANT ROBERTSON, MD 


e@ For his first few weeks a healthy 
baby needs a reasonable amount of 
warmth, but after that age you want 
to keep him comfortably cool in the 
summer. On a hot day a sieeveless 
shirt and a diaper are about right. 
On a very hot day, a diaper alone is 
fine. The perspiration on his skin 


evaporates most easily when his skin 


considerably more water in perspira- 


tion. So offer him plain boiled water - 


several times during the day. He is 
most apt to take it one hour to half 
an hour before his feedings, but don’t 
waken him up for it. Don’t worry 
if he doesn’t take it — _ breast-fed 
babies rarely do. One or two sponge 


baths besides his regular tub will also 


Forgotten 


Callouses, Bunions Also 
Eased The Minute You Do This! 


No waiting for action when you use 
Dr. Scholl's Zino-pads. They give 
you super-fast nerve-deep relief .. . 
ease new or tight shoes , . . stop 
: corns, callouses before they can de- 
the distressing nausea, cramps, weak- velop . . . remove corns, callouses 
one of the quickest ways known to 
medical science. No other method 
does all this. Try Dr. Scholl’s. At ®t 

Drug, Shoe, Dept., 5-10¢ Stores. BUNIONS 


Soe DE RYe 10) /k3 


So — Zino. -pads 


salads, and tall tinkling beverages. 


‘ is bare, and this cools him. Moving 
Sounds healthy, but sometimes care- 


help to keep him comfortable. 





CORNS 


air facilitates evaporation, so open- 
SORE TOES 


less handling, overindulgence, or spoil- 
age can lead to aggravating diarrhoea. ing the windows and doors or using p, 
Then it’s Dr. Fowler’s Extract of Wild 


Strawberry to the rescue! It restores 


ickly heat 
a fan, provided it is not blowing 
directly on him, is helpful. If you have too many clothes on 
intestinal balance and quickly relieves chisel On really hot days ['d have him him, as is likely at the beginning of 


sleep, if you can, in the coolest part a hot spell, he m: velo rickly 
ness and all too frequent embarrass- E ? OE : a hot spell, he — develop P ) 
ment that accompany diarrhoea. Keep of the house, barring the cellar, of heat. This looks like a collection of 


Dr. Fowler's Extract handy at the course. Probably on such a day he tiny red spots, some of which have 





cottage, at home, or on your travels... wont need any covering at all when blisters. It won’t cause much, if any, 


the favourite Canadian remedy for over 


you put him to bed after his six- discomfort, but it’s a warning to dress 





112 years! Gentle, safe and sure for 


o'clock feeding. 
kiddies, too! fi 


A diaper pinned to him less warmly. To clear up the 


SOFT CORNS 








his nightgown will be enough. But — rash pat the area with absorbent cot 


you'd be wise to put a sheet over ton dipped in a solution of one tea- 


ro ii a Mp titre. 


your STEAM IRON WILL WORK ° ) 


, LIKE MEW AGAIN!) 


SS$S$-7 STEAM IRON CLEANER 


For smoother, faster ironing, treat your steam 


iron to SSS-T, th team iron cleaner, Removes 


him as the air cools off at night, and spoonful of bicarbonate of soda in 
his diaper will get very wet before one cup of water. Do this several 
morning. Pull his cot out from the times a day. Another method is to 
wall so as much air as possible can sponge the skin with water, pat dry 
circulate around it. and then dust on cornstarch. 


Even in moderate weather babies 





require a lot of fluids, which they get Eo, ler children 
Ol Ger <¢ } 








»gging, ends sputtering ! in their feedings, because their kidneys 
. SCALE are immature and produce a great If you go away to the lake your 
AC E) KE deal of urine. In hot weather, unless older youngsters will have to wear a 
C >r scale »ws bo ) e, increase 2 > 7 ie ee . " 
Hard water ng fi ee a you keep them cool, they will lose fair amount of cool clothing at first 
consumption of electricity, shortens kettle e. Keep © 
your kettle at peak efficiency with DE-SCALE ! c 
errie 
hae ee gee «lies 





YOUR ELECTRIC KETTLE 


J) wit BOLL FASTER!) “ 


es 4 


GET BOTH AT 
YOUR LOCAL STORE 











ETC 
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they gradually become tanned. 
dren don’t mind hot weather un- 
you suggest it to them or unless 
complain about it when they are 
nd. If the heat does upset them, 
had better talk to your doctor, 
there may be some reason for this. 
Children’s appetites are often re- 
ced a bit in hot weather, but they 
ed just the same kind of food as 
ial, with the addition of plenty of 
ter between meals. Water is defi- 
tely the best thirst quencher. How- 
ver. if they take a drink shortly 
efore a meal it may make their 
ppetite even poorer, so avoid that if 
ou can. Some youngsters will drink, 
nless you restrain them, up to a 
quart and a half of soft drinks and 
nilk a day. If they do, they will cer- 
tainly eat poorly at mealtimes 
Limit their sweet drinks to two 
per day, one in the morning and one 
in the afternoon; and _ incidentally, 
fruit juices are far more valuable than 
soft drinks. A short cooling-off and 
quiet period before meals may in 
crease their appetites. It is often a 
good plan to have dinner in_ the 
evening when the heat has moderated 
a bit. A few children don't tolerate 
ice cream and peanut butter so well 
in the summer and you may have to 


limit the amounts of these foods 


Summer infections 


Attacks of mild diarrhea are fair- 
ly common both in youngsters and 
adults in hot weather. Usually the 


t 


germ causing it is not known 
may be due to one of several differ 
ent varieties of bacteria or to a virus 
It may be spread by water, food or 
from person to person. If you have a 
municipal water supply, you can take 
that as safe, but I wouldn't use lake 
water at a summer resort unless it Is 
either chlorinated or boiled. 

You can buy cheap, simple and 
efficient home chlorinating sets from 
your provincial department of health 
If you use well water, have it tested 
by your provincial health laboratory 
They will supply you with a special 
bottle to hold the specimen of water 
and will examine it free of charge. 
Until you receive the report that the 
water is safe, you should boil it 
Teaching your children always to 
wash their hands after using the 
oilet and before they eat helps to 

duce the spread of many of these 

thersome infections. 
hildren over three who develop 
rhea should be put to bed and 


only fruit juices, water and clear 





BECAUSE YOU KNOW 


your baby enjoys variety 





4 4 





Baby foods...every meal...every day 


Pe Cooteed 


tso 
ied 


BABIES 


qua 
pRoT EIN 









“One... two... buckle my shoe’ —and baby’s off on another adventure. 
In his big, bright world—so many, many new things to enjoy and to 
try, like today’s baby foods. 

You can count on Heinz for the widest range and the most exciting 
varieties of Baby Foods. And there’s a place for every one in baby’s 
diet. For variety means balanced meals, and balanced nutrition is the 
secret of the thriving baby, of his swiftly developing tastes. 

Your baby will enjoy the wide variety of Heinz Baby Foods—every 
meal . . . every day. 


2 


Ft ys @ , 
cA RULLIN ZZ. 
BABY FOODSG 


THE GOOD THEY ODO YOUR BABY NOW—LASTS A LIFETIME 


19 
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tea sweetened with sugar (this has a 
mild antidiarrhea effect) until the 
symptoms subside. Do not give the 
child a laxative—it does more harm 
than good. Try to keep the infection 
from spreading to the rest of the 
family. 


If your baby or younger child de 





velops diarrhea you had better call 
your doctor, because it can make a 
baby quite sick. Until you receive the 


doctor’s instructions, keep your baby 


your 
| baby! 


in bed and give him only diluted 








sweetened fruit juice or weak sweet 
ened clear tea in small amounts (two 
to four ounces) every hour, provided 
he is not vomiting. If you prepare 
your baby’s formula carefully and 
beil any water you give him he won't 


likely develop such infections. 
Poison ivy 


Poison ivy causes quite a lot o 
trouble in eastern Canada whereas 
poison oak is a_ similar offender 
west of the Rockies. Poison sumac 
is less likely to be to blame as it 
grows only in swamps and bogs. You 
should know these plants by sight so 
that you can keep your small young- 


sters away from them and teach your 






older ones to avoid them. 
wder Once a person has had poison ivy, 
WITH OLIVE O11 
ree 


he is extremely likely to develop it 


again—so try to prevent early con- 


ZB. e BABY POWDER 
LUCKY BABY CONTEST 





tact with it. In susceptible individuals 
just touching the plant itself, or a 
dog that has run through it, and pos 
sibly even being exposed to the smoke 


from this weed when it is burning 


It’s easy to enter. Just fill out the coupon below, S$ Se | siege niolie 
and mail. The lucky birth date and time of birth b kiste othes q a — 


Owoer i If your youngster has got into so. 1 
have already been chosen by impartial judges, and As : poison ivy, wash him as soon as pos 
. . . 1 | i sible . . te . SOx 
locked in a sealed envelope in a safety deposit box. MS On ible with plenty of _ oap > 
detergent and warm water. Change a 
. a ee ” k & 
The baby born nearest to the LUCKY DATE his clothes, too, because the poison- 
and “LUCKY TIME” will win $1000.00. The ous oil from the plant sticks to them. 
“e ini izes j ‘ i The rash consists of clusters of 
remaining prizes will go the next 63 entries born GRAND PRIZE...... $1000 ae eee : 


. , : . closely packed blisters on a redden 
closest to the date and time of the winning baby. THREE PRIZES....... . cach $10900 
SIXTY PRIZES ee . ne 
é re i ater 
RULES tooo -------- + - ind then there is oozing and _ late 


crusting. Cold compresses, followed 


ed patch of skin. The blisters break 


1. Z.B.T. Lucky Baby Contest is open to the parents of any 
baby born during the period June 1, 1956 and September 
30th, 1960, now living in Canada, except employees of 
Sterling Drug Mfg Ltd., its Advertising Agencies or 
their families. 

All entries must be made on the official entry blank. 

3. A code number is on the bottom of every tin of Z.B.T. 


USE THIS ENTRY FORM—PLEASE PRINT : 
by the application of calamine lotion 
Fillin and mail to Lucky Baby Contest . . . id 
Sterling Drug Mfg Lid., Aurora, Ont. ae es ie ee ee 


. » , i. 5 ymfort. W é -hildren a loose 
CODE NUMBER FROM BOTTOM OF YOUR ae, en ee eee tee 


Z.B.T. TIN gauze dressing which covers much 
BABY’S NAME more than the area of the rash helps 


BABY’S BIRTH DATE— Year , Month 





2 h to protect it from scratching. If it is 
Baby Powder. Be sure to write this number on your a aren sa 
entry form. Date ________Exact Time______A.M = extensive or is slow in clearing up, 
4. In case of ties, duplicate prizes will be awarded. PARENT’S NAME y your physician had better see it. 
5. Whether subsequent attacks can be 


6. All entries will become the property of Sterling Drug 
Mfg Ltd., and will not be returned. 

Contest closes October 15, 1960. Entries must be post- 
marked before 12 midnight on that date. 

List of winners’ names sent on request. 


DEALER’S NAME prevented by injection treatments Is 
ADDRESS ____ 


Fill in missing word in this simple question: 





still debated. Some people are more 


~] 


susceptible to it than others, but no 
Z.B.T. Baby Powder is the only Baby Powder that con- 


tains Oil to moisture-proof baby’s 
tender skin. 


one is really immune and it’s foolish 





to expose yourself knowingly to it. END 


Winners will be notified by mail not later 
than November 30, 1960. 


<.8.T. BABY POWDER 


the only baby powder with olive oil 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
The decision of the judges will be final. | ADDRESS_____ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
l 
| 
| 
| 


ee | 
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DO GOUZENKOS 
REGRET DECISION? 


Continued from page 19 


editorial offices, they described their 
life in Canada. 

They arrived separately for the 
interview and announced themselves 
as a “Mr. and Mrs. Weston.” which 
is not the secret pseudonym they've 
lived under since 1945, but a second 
alias adopted for this purpose. Igor 
Gouzenko, now forty-one, is a tense 
and earnest man. In appearance, he 
is neither more nor less spectacular 
than the bulk of people in any crowd 
out of which it would require a con- 
scious effort to pick him. His wife is 
plump, pretty in a lively eyed way, 
and full of quick-witted ideas. (“She's 
the one who breathes life into our 
family,” says Gouzenko. ) 

They answered our questions as 
fully as possible, without breaking 
their still elaborate security arrange- 
ments. Sometimes they responded in- 
dividually; often one of them would 
add ideas to the other’s answers. 

They began by describing generally 
their feelings about being Canadian 
citizens—which they became in 1948 
IGOR: Fifteen years ago we threw 
away the Soviet strait jacket and chose 
a difficult life, full of danger, but in 
a free land. We've never regretted it. 

Our life in Canada has been won 
derfully full all these years and so big 
is our happiness that some unpleasant 
and, as we think, inevitable nasty 
things of living are unimportant. 
People who have always lived in Can 
ada don’t realize how much pleasure 
we can get out of small things, like 
shopping for groceries. The thought 
that our children won't ever be hun- 
gry and don’t need to stand in line 
for bread, that they can eat fruit in 
winter, and be free and not afraid 
makes us the happiest shoppers any- 
body can see. 

SVETLANA: I even like to work around 
the house—because it’s my house, for 
my family—something that millions 
of Russians are deprived of. Its a 
pleasure just to know you can re 
model the house, paint it bright or- 
ange, dirty green — whatever you 
wish. And nobody will bother you 

Q. Can you tell us a little bit about 

how you live? 
SVETLANA: We have a nice house with 
i big garden that was bought out of 
he money Igor got from his first 
00k. [This Was My Choice, pub- 
lished in 1948 and subsequently made 


into the movie, Iron Curtain. starring 
Dana Andrews as Gouzenko.| Now 
we don’t have so much money so it’s 
hard to keep it up but we are good 
do-it-yourself people and like to work 
around. I keep the garden—those seed 
catalogues, there is so much in them, 
it drives you crazy. 

Also I do embroidery, knitting, 
painting. I have lots of hobbies but 
lately I've spent all my extra time 
writing my book. The book [Svetlana’s 
memoirs which will be published in 
Canada this year under the title Be 
fore Igor Memories of My Soviet 
Youth] was Igor’s idea. After listening 
for sO many years while driving the 
car or during our late, late teas, to the 
endless stream of episodes my mem 
ory holds, he suggested I put it all 
down on paper. Suggest is to put it 
mildly. He demanded! He’s a dictator 
around the house! 

[At this point the interview broke 
down into a spat of good-natured 
marital teasing.] 

Q. You mentioned that money is 
not very plentiful at the moment 
What have you lived on since 1945? 
Have either of vou ever held jobs— 
have you a regular income? 

IGOR: No, we've never had jobs. We 
were offered a pension by the govern- 
ment but turned it down because we 
wanted to be independent. and also 
we had more money then from the 
book. I've made our living by writ- 
ing. We got a lot of money at first 
from the book, as I mentioned, and 
from selling my story to an American 
magazine. Then my novel, The Fall of 
a Titan, had a success [it won the 
Governor-General’s award for fiction 
in 1954] and now I'm working on an 


other one called Ocean of Time 


Q. What else do you do in you 
spare time?’ 
iGoR: The writing takes me a long 
time because I write first in Russian, 
then it is translated for me into Eng- 
lish and then I go over the English 
to make sure it is as close as possible 
to the original Russian text. But also 
I paint. My wife and I were both 
students at the Architectural Institute 
in Moscow—I for three years and 
she for four (I had to go to war so 
didn't finish). So with this training 
we both like painting. 

Q. Since your children don't know 
vour identity, arent they curtous that 
vou spend so much time at home? 
They must be in their teens now and 


anxious to know about their back- 


ground. Do you tell them vou are a 
writer? 
SVETLANA: Nobody ever asks us much, 
they are satisfied with our made-up 
identities. This is one of the things 


that is s 


good here—people leave 
you alone. We say we come from a 
European country and have even 
made up names for our relatives 
there, what we did, where we went 
to school 

Q. What about language difficulties? 
Do you always speak English to the 
children? Have they learned any 
Russian 
IGOR: No, they know only English 
My wife and I, we speak Russian to 
each other and they think it is the 
language of the homeland we say we 
came from. This is good because we 
can discuss privately and let off 


tensions 


Q. Your reason for keeping vou 
identity secret from acquaintances and 
neighbors is obvious, but why did 
vou decide not to tell the children? 
1iGoR: There are many reasons. First. 
if we told them in secret, they are 
sul young enough to want to confide 
in great intimacy to their very best 
friends. Then next month, they have 
a new very best friend to tell again 

Q. Do you ever plan to tell them? 
IGOR: Possibly. | think the best time 
would be when they are over twenty 
and fully adult—then they will know 
the responsibility. Another reason we 
didn't tell them is that we don’t want 
them to have big worries when they 
are so young. Children here are like 
little calves in a pasture — innocent 
and untroubled 

We know what it means to worry 
in childhood. [ remember when I 
was a boy living for a while in the 
home of my uncle. He was an engi 
neer and one day by mistake he left 
in the pocket of his shirt some tech 
nical scribbles he'd made on little bits 
of paper. His wife was ironing the 
shirt and the papers fell out. He was 
so afraid and nervous, he grabbed 
them and screamed and screamed 
at her. The children were terrified— 
everybody is so tense and afraid of 
what will happen if they give out 
secrets 
SVETLANA: It has been hard not to 
tell the children because we are very 
proud of Igor’s courage in what he 
has done. and would like to share 
our pride with them. It would be nice 
to tell them that in the Royal Com- 


mission Report on Espionage, two 


LIFE’S MORE FUN WITH 


Colorful 


Use beautiful, temporary 


Ifeiaten 


Hair Color 


RINSES IN...SHAMPOOS OUT 


Nestle Colorinse glorifies your 
natural hair shade with glamorous 
color-highlights and silken sheen. 
It removes dulling soap film, makes 
hair easier to manage, excitingly 
lovely! 12 shades that stay color- 
true till your next shampoo. 49¢ 


NESTLE COLORINSE 


Nestle Colortint intensifies your 
natural hair color OR gives you 
thrilling NEW color. Colortint also 
beautifies grey and white hair... 
blends-in grey and faded streaks. 
More than a rinse... but not a 
permanent dye. Colortint lasts 
through 3 shampoos! 10shades. 49¢ 


NESTLE COLORTINT 


Nestle Spraze adds the final touch 
of perfection as it sets hair in soft, 
lovely, lasting waves...keeps hair 
perfectly controlled in all kinds of 
weather. 2 types—regular Spraze 
and Soft Spraze (no lacquer). Three 
sizes: 69¢, 98¢ and $1.39. 
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COLORS YOUR HAIR 
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2 





Ask your beautician-for professional applications 
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ask her hairdresser 


YOU'LL DISCOVER SHE IS 
WEARING AN INVISIBLE 


iy Locks 


SHEER HAIR NET 


The hair net hairdressers 

recommend for safe, sure, hair 
control—at Beauty Shops, 

Department and Chain Stores everywhere 
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Callouses 


Pain, Burning, Tenderness 
at Ball of Your Foot? 


D! Scholls 
BALL-O-FOOT 
Cushion 








Fastest Relief 
Ever Discovered! 


The Ball of Your Foot 
“Floats” in Foam 
ee” 
You never tried anything so wonderful. The 
cushion-——not you—absorbs the shock of each 
step. Made of soft, flesh color Latex Foam. 





Loops over toe—No adhesive. Washable. 
Worn invisibly. Beautifully tailored— yet cost 
only $1.25 pair. At Drug, Shoe, Dept., 5-10¢ 
Stores and Dr. Scholl’s Foot Comfort®Shops. 
Try Dr. Scholl’s BALL-O-FOOT Cushion. If 
not obtainable locally, send price and state if 
for woman or man. Satisfaction guaranteed. 


DR. SCHOLL’S LIMITED, TORONTO 16. 
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MOWER? 


QUICK ! Speed it up fast with 
a few drops of 3-IN-ONE. 
Penetrates hard-to-get-at 
places. Doesn’t gum up. 


3-IN-ONE OIL 


REGULAR - Oll SPRAY - ELECTRIC MOTOR 








judges of the Canadian Supreme 
Court wrote that Igor Gouzenko had 
placed Canada in his debt. And it 
would be so good to show them the 
medal Igor got for The Fall of a 
Titan. But we have to give up vanity 
for their safety. 

iGoR: The children have never ques- 
tioned our identity and sometimes 
show a big interest in our pretended 
country of origin, even though they 
are real Canadians. In fact, once 
Canada was in sports competition 
with the country we say we came from 
and the other country won. My son 
was so proud he was bursting—and 
it always seems to me this proves the 
irony of nationalism. 

Sometimes I think that their ignor- 
ance of who we are is dangerous. We 
try to warn them not to accept rides 
with strangers, never to hitchhike and 
to always tell us where they are going. 
But this is hard. We have to do it 
without sounding mysterious and mak- 


ing them unnaturally afraid. 


Fear smears. not bullets 


Q. Apparently the need for keep- 

ing your whereabouts a secret is near- 
ly as strong as it was fifteen years 
ago. What kind of reprisal from the 
Russians do you fear? 
IGOR: For us the danger is still real. 
We know the brutality and cunning 
of Communist leaders too well to 
think they forget. Most people here 
think it is direct attack we should be 
afraid of, that maybe we will be shot 
down on the street or something 
forceful like that. This is a danger and 
we are always careful and still are 
protected by the RCMP. But usually 
Communist terrorists are too cunning 
to act openly — their methods are 
elusive, hard to pinpoint — before 
killing a man they would prefer to 
destroy his name. What we fear more 
is a smear campaign, something that 
will make our children’s normal lives 
unpleasant. 

At this point, sensing the tension 
in her husband's attitude, Mrs. Gou- 
zenko brought out some pictures she 
was carrying in a big envelope. They 
were mostly snapshots of the Gou- 
zenko children, taken nearly a decade 
ago, and showing a pair of towhead- 
ed handsome toddlers who could have 
been any Canadian children on any 
Canadian beach. 

SVETLANA: I think maybe it’s because 
we are so cut off from our other 
relatives—we've never heard whether 
they are alive and unharmed, we've 


never been able to write to them— 


that we take such an interest and 
pride in our children. Often people 
will say to me, “What wonderful kids 


you have Mrs. - and it makes 





so much happiness. 

Q. Have the children adjusted 
thoroughly to their lives here? Do 
they seem to vou to be Canadianized? 
iGoR: They are so Canadian they'd 
sooner chase a puck than read poetry. 
[They've never known any other kind 
of life and for this we're most grate- 
ful. But I don’t want you to think 
they're not serious. They are both 
good scholars—tops in their class. 
SVETLANA: If only I could show you 
what her principal wrote to me about 
my daughter after her exams last 
month. He said she was a credit to 
her school and family. But they love 
fun too. My son he plays in the 
school band, they both like parties. 

Q. Is there anything in the chil- 

dren’s schooling that you find particu- 
larly hard to get used to? 
SVETLANA: Children here have a won- 
derful, marvelous time at school. They 
give so much time to fun subjects like 
art—teachers give them a chance to 
develop as whole people. One thing 
you will think strange is that Cana- 
dian school children are so much 
more disciplined than children’ in 
Russia. There, they are noisy, bad- 
tempered because they are always 
hungry. I always think of the time 
years ago when we were first in Can- 
ada when [I saw little children lined 
up in front of an ice slide, taking 
their turns. At home they would be 
pushing. shoving each other. 

But there are some bad _ things 
about the education of children: the 
worst I think is that they don’t work 
hard enough. They think they don’t 
need to work because anybody can 
make a good living. even without an 
education. In Russia, you know you 
have to work hard and be educated, 
just to make life bearable. 

Also I wish it would be possible 
for Canadian teachers to make more 
money. Of course they make a much 
better living than the best-paid teach- 
er in Russia. But in comparison to 
people in other jobs here—laborers 
or plumbers—they don’t get enough. 
This situation doesn’t teach children 
respect for learning, doesn’t make 
them see the need to use their brains. 

Q. What about social customs here. 
for instance, dating and going steady? 
SVETLANA: Oh, we found them so 
strange but now we are getting used 
to it. It’s like when we first came and 
saw women with grey hair wearing 


smart clothes and driving big cars. 
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In Russia old women always wear 
black and do very little except house- 
work, sometimes gossiping in the 
sun with other old women. 

Dating, I don’t know. It worries us. 
Girls are young ladies here so early 
—when they are maybe twelve or 
fourteen. And dancing and even kiss- 
ing at that age. Kissing seems so 
funny, at such young ages. I don't 
remember when I kissed a boy, prob- 
ably not more than once or twice 
before I was married. 
igor: I think maybe it’s bad for chil- 
dren to grow up so soon. By the time 
they're married, there is no excite- 
ment in these things. I didn’t date a 
girl until | was twenty and then it 
was my wife. But this is part of the 
country and we accept it. We don't 


want the children to feel strange. 


Spy rings still exist” 

Q. Were there other things about 
Canada that you found particularly 
hard to get used to? 
iGoR: Mostly they were adjustments 
like more ease, better food, lots of 
clothes—all things that humans get 
used to all too easily. But we found 
some attitudes strange, like we men- 
tioned about dating and so on. But 
more strange is that Canadians are 
still trustful and innocent about their 
enemies, even after the spy trials. 

I'm sure there are still spy rings 
in Canada and my aim is to bring 
over to the Canadian side more Gou- 
zenkos, with documents exposing the 
spy rings. I refused to go on Front 
Page Challenge [the CBC-TV_ pro- 
gram] last year until they agreed to 
allow me to give what I call my five- 
point program to encourage othe! 
Russians to break the Soviet spy rings 
from inside. I know they must still 
exist in Canada. 

At this point Gouzenko brought 
out a copy of the program he is 
urging the Canadian government to 
adopt in order to encourage members 
of Soviet spy rings to come to the 
side of Western democracy. He said 
several times that he would be very 
grateful if this program could be in- 
cluded in CHATELAINE. Here it is, in 
his own words: 

1. Every escapee who brings docu- 
mentary evidence which can stand 
scrupulous investigation on leading to 
the disclosure of spy activities should 
become a Canadian citizen. 

2. The law should provide lifelong 
protection for such a citizen, if he 
desires it, and the protection should 


be friendly and understanding, de- 
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ached from personality. In other 
words, the man must be insured 
safety, whether he is an ugly and 
rritable person or not. 

The man should be given mate- 

ial security in the shape of a parlia- 
nentary grant, such as has been given 
to war leaders who served the coun- 
iry well. Inevitably he will have many 
enemies, and the greater his financial 
security, the greater his safety. 
+, Such a man should be given all 
assistance in finding employment that 
suits his ability and talent. 
5. Such a man should be given as a 
matter of right a document in which 
the government of Canada acknowl- 
edges that his service to the country 
entitles him to all possible assistance 
and help. 

After he had gone over his pro- 
gram, point by point, Gouzenko con- 
tinued to talk about Russia, which 
he describes as “one big concentra- 
tion camp,” with the majority of the 
population living under desperate 
circumstances. 

It was suggested to him that his 
feelings seemed to be based on his 
experiences in his homeland before 
1943, when he first came to Canada. 
The impression in the Western World 
is that things have greatly improved 
since the end of the war and particu- 
larly since the death of Stalin. Did 
he not feel this is so? 

GOR: No, I do not. Sure, Khrushchov 
drinks vodka and makes big jokes, 
but underneath he is just as ruthless 
as Stalin. Russia is unchanged and 
unchangeable because of the nature 
of its system. I read Pravda and 
Izvestia still and you can see under 
the big talk, if you know what con- 
ditions really are, what goes on. This 
is the great danger. The West tries 
to understand Russia on Western 


terms but it is madness. 


The bride wore boots 


Q. But in the last three or four 
years particularly, the Western press 
reporting from Russia has noted 
changes, and Western tourists who 
travel in the USSR bring back pic- 
tures and stories that indicate a better 
life. Do you feel these reports are 
exaggerated? 

IGOR: The tourists and reporters see 
only what the Soviets want—they stay 
in Moscow, Leningrad, Kiev, but a 
hundred miles out of these cities 
people live in villages that you with 
vour comforts and safety could not 
ven imagine. I see it even in the 


Soviet press. They sometimes pub- 


lish complaints from workers and 
farmers in the newly developed lands, 
and even though these complaints are 
edited, and softened down, they give 
a horrible picture of life. 

Also I see how things really are 
in letters sent to some Ukrainian im- 
migrants who are friends of ours 
here. 

SVETLANA: I felt so sad after one 
photo we saw at a friend’s. It was a 
wedding picture, bride, bridegroom, 
the best man, friends. In Canada, it 
calls for best dresses, airy wedding 
gowns, cars with ribbons. These 
Ukrainians thought they were dressed 
up, too. But it was so sad. The bride 
was in a man’s jacket, wrinkled and 
wearing big men’s boots. The men 
had clothes on that we here would 
think only good enough for working 
in the barnyard. I went home and 
couldn't stop thinking about it. It 
made me shudder. 

IGOR: What my wife means was the 
feeling of hopelessness that comes out 
of such pictures. These people don't 
look like citizens of a big powerful 
nation, but like condemned inmates 
of one big concentration camp, con- 
demned to life, knowing their chil- 
dren will be condemned too. 

These are the pictures that should 

be in the American and Canadian 
magazines. not the ones that the 
Soviets hand out or allow tourists 
to photograph. 
SVETLANA: This is why we think over 
and over it was good, this choice we 
made. Because we know our children 
have a chance. Whenever people who 
know who we are ask me what hap- 
pened to our relatives when we left 
the embassy. I feel full of tears be- 
cause I do not know. But then I feel 
better because life is good in Canada, 
especially for our children. 

The Gouzenkos sat quietly for a 
few seconds. It was getting dark out- 
side and they rose to leave. Igor 
gathered up his papers and stuffed 
them into his brief case. Svetlana 
pulled on a fur coat over her bright 
wool dress, and began to arrange her 
snapshots in order. 

Suddenly she picked up two pic- 
tures, one of the Gouzenko children 
holding water skis and smiling into 
the sun, another a view of their gar- 
den taken from the big window in 
their living room. She said in a quick 
burst of talk, “Oh, my Lord, I wish 
my mother and Igor’s mother—and 
all our friends—could see just these 
two pictures. Then they would know 
why we did it—and why we have no 


regrets.” END 
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Red Rose Instant Tea 
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The secret is in the flavor-sealed granules! 
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